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PABPFACE 


HOUGH # bedangerous to raiſe too preat 
an expectation, eſpecially in works of this 
Natzre, where we are to pleaſe an unſatia- 
ble Audience, yet 'tis reaſonable to prepoſ- 
feſs them in favour of an Author, and there- 

fore both the Prologue and Epilogue inform'd you, that 

Ocdipus was the moſt celebrated piece of all Antiquity. 
That Sophocles, not only the greateſt Wit, but one of the 

eateſt Men in Athens, made it for the Stage at the Pub- 
lick Coſt, and that it had the reputation of being his Maſter- 
piece, not only amongſt the Seven of his which are ſtill re- 
maining, but of the greater Number which are. periſh'd. 

Ariſtole has more than once admir d it in his Book of Po- 
etry, Horace has mention'd it : Lucullus, Julus Cxfar, 
and 'other noble Romans, have written on the ſame Subjef, 

though their Poems are wholly loſt ; but Sencca's is ſtill pre- 

ferry d. In our own Age, Cornellle has attempted it, and it 
appears by his Preface, with great ſucceſs : But a judicious 

Reader will eaſily obſerve, how much the Copy is inferi- 

our to the Original, He tells you himſelf, that he owes a 

great part of his ſucceſs to the- happy Epiſode of Theſcus and 

Dircc; which ts the ſame thing, as if we ſhould acknowledpe, 

that we were indebted for our good fortune, to the. WE. 

plot of Adraſtus, Eurydice, and Crcon. The trath is, 5+: 
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The Preface. 
miſerably fail'd in the Charafter of his Hero: if he deſir d 
that Ocdipus ſhould be pitted, he ſhou'd have made him a 
better man. He forget that Sophocles had taken care to 
ſhew him in h4s firſt entrance, a juſt, a merciful, a ſucceſſ- 
ful, a Religious Prince, and in =_ a Father of his Coun- 
try: inſlead of theſe, he has draws him ſuſpicious, deſigning, 
more anxious of keeping the Thcban Crown, than ſolicitous 
for the ſafety of his People : Heor d by Theſeus, contemn'd 
by Dirce, and ſcarce m:intaining a ſecond part in his own 
Tragedie. This was an errour in the firſt concoftion ; and 
therefore never to be mended in the ſecond or the third : 
He introduc'd a greater Heroe than Oedipus himſelf : for 
' when Theſcus was once there, that Companion of Hercu- 
les muſt yield to none : The Poet was oblig'd to furniſh: him 
with buſineſs, to make him an Equipage ſuitable to his digni- 
ty, and by following him too cloſe, to loſe his other King 
of Branford in the Crowd. Seneca on the other ſide, as 
if there were no ſuch thing as Nature to be minded in a Play, 
is always running aſter pompous expreſſion, pointed ſen- 
tences, and Philoſophical notions, more proper for the Study 
than the Stage : The French-man follow'd a wrong. ſcent ; 
end the Roman was abſolutely at cold Huntino. All we 
cou d gather out of Corneille, was, that an Epiſode muſt be, 
but not his way : and Seneca ſupply'd us with no new hint, . 
but only a Relation which hemakes of his Tweſ1as raiſing the 
Ghoſt of Lajus: which is here perform d in view of the Au- 
dience, the Rites and Ceremonies ſo far his, as he agreed with 
Antiquity, and the Religion of the Greeks : but he himſelf 
was beholding to Homer's Tirct1as in the Odytles for ſome of 
the: and the reſt have been colleffed from Hehodore's, 


"2-hippiques, and Lucan's Erictho. Sophocles zndeed 75 
admirable 
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The Preface: 


ad miralle every where : And therefore we have follow'd him 
as cloſe as poſſibly we cou'd: But the Achemian Theater, 
(whether more perfect than ours is not now diſputed ) had 
a perfetion differing from ours. You ſee there in every AT 2 
ſingle Scene, (or two at moſt) which manage the buſineſs 
of the Play, and after that ſucceeds the Chorus, which 
commonly takes up more time in Singing, than there has 
been employd in ſpeaking. The Principal perſon appears 
almoſt conſtantly through the Play ; but the inferiour parts 


ſeldome above once in the whole Tragedie. The conduTt of 


our Stage is much more difficult, where we are oblig'd never to 
loſe any conjiderable charafer which we hawe once preſent- 
ed. Cuſtom likewiſe has obtain'd, that wemuſt form an un- 
der-plot of ſecond Perſons, which muſt be depending. on the 
firſt, aud their by-walks muſt be like thoſe in a Labyrinth, 
which all of "em-lead into the great Parterre: or like-ſo 
many ſeveral lodgings Chambers, which have their outslets in- 
tothe ſame Gatlery. Perhaps after all, if we coudd think 
ſo, the ancient method, as 'tis the eaſieſt, is alſo the mo 
Natural,and the belt. For variety, as tis manag(d, is too often 
ſubjeft to breed diſtration : and while we would pleaſe too 
many ways, for want of. art in the conduct, we ache In n01e. 
But we have given you more already than was neceſſary for 
a Preface, and for ought we know, may gain no more by our 
inſtructions, than that Politick Naton 1s like to do, who have 
taught their Enemies to fight fo long, that at laſt they are in 
acondition to invade them. | 


Dramatis 


Pramatis Perlone. 


Oedipus Mr. Betterton. 
Adraſtus Mr. Smith. 
Creon Mr. Samford. 
T ireſias Mr. Harris. 
Hzmon Mr. Crosby. 
Alcander Mr. Williams. 
Diocles Mr,/Norrws. 
Pyracmon Mr. Boman, 
—\ Phorbas Mr. Gillo. 
"Dymas | 
A gcon 
Ghoſt of Lajus Mr. Williams. 
WOMEN. 
ior Ars. Betterton, 
urydice Mrs, Lee. 
Manto. Ars, Evans, 


Prieſts, Citizens, Attendants, &&#'s. 


SCENE, THEBES. 


PROLOGUE. 


KTHEN Athens al! the Graxcian State did guide, 
And Greece gave Laws to all the World beſide, 
Then Sophocles with Socrates did fir, 

Supreme in Wiſdom one, and one in Wit: 

And Wit from Wiſdom differ d not in thoſe, 

But as 'twas Sung inVerſe, or ſaid in Profe. 

Then, Oedipus, on Crowded 7 heaters, 

Drew all admiring Eyes and liſtning Ears; 

The pleas'd Speftator ſhouted every Line, 

The nobleſt, manlieſt, and the beſt Defign! 

And every Critick of each learned Age 

By this juſt Model has reform'd the Stage. 

Now, ſhould it fail, (as Heavn avert our fear !) 

Damn it in ſilence, leſt the World ſhould hear. 

For were it known this Poem did not pleaſe, 

You might ſet up for perfe Salvages : } 
Your Neighbours would not look on you as men: 
But think the Nation all turn'd Pits agen. 
Faith, as you manage matters, tis not fit 

You ſhould ſaſpeA your ſelves of roomuch Wit. 
Drive not the jeaſft too far, but ſpare thzs piece:; 
And, for this once, be not more Wiſe than Greece. 


See 


See twice ! Do not pell-mell to Damning fall, 
Like true born Brittains, whone're think at all : 
Pray be advisd; and though at Mons you won, 
On pointed Cannon do not always run. 
With ſome reſpe& to antient Wit proceed ; 
You take the four firſt Councils for your Creed. 
But, when you lay Tradition wholly by, | 
And on the private Spirit alone relye, | C 
Tou turn Fanaticks in your Poetry. 
If, notwithſtanding all that we can ſay, 
You needs will have your pen'worths of the Play : 
And come reſoly'd to Damm, becauſe you pay, 
Record it, in memorial of the Fatt, 


The firſt Playbury' d ſince the Wollen AA. 


OEDIPUS. 


ACT. 1. SCENE Thebes. 


EE 


— 


The Curtain riſes to 4 plaintive Tune, repreſenting the preſent con- 
dition of Thebes ; Dead Boates appear at a diſtance inthe Streets ; 
Some faintly go over the Stage, others drop, 


Enter Alcander, Diocles, Pyracmon, 


Ethinks we ſtand on Ruines , Nature ſhakes 
About us ; and the Univerſal Frame 
So looſe, that it but wants another puſh 
Toleap from off its Hindges. 
Dzoc. NoSun to chear us ; but a Bloody Globe 
That rowls above, a bald and Beamlels Fire ; 
His Face o're-grown with Scurf: the Sun's ſick too ; 
Shortly he'll be an Earth, 
Pyr, Therefore the Seaſons , 
Lye all confus'd ; and, by the Heaven's neglected, 
Forget themlelves : Blind Winter meets the Summer 
In his Mid-way, and, ſeeing not his Livery, 
Has driv'n him headlong back : And the raw damps 
With flaggy Wings fly heavily abour, 
Scattering their Peſtilential Colds and Rheumes 
Through all thelazy Air, 
Alc, Hence Murrains tollow'd 
On bleating Flocks, and on the lowing Herds : 
Atilaſt, the Malady | 
Grew moredomeltick, and the faithful Dog 
Dy'd at his Maſters Feet, 


Alc, 
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Dioc, And next his Maſter : 
For all thoſe Plagues which Earth and Air had broodcg, 
Firlt on inferiour Creatures try'd their force 
And laſt they {eiz'd on man. 
Pyr. And then a thouſand deaths at once advanc'd, 
And every Dart took place , all was fo ſudden, 
Thar ſcarce a firſt man fell , one but began 
To wonder, and {traight fell a wonder too , 
A third, who f{toop'd to raile his dying Friend, 
Dropt in the pious Act. Heard you that groan ? [Groan within, 
Dioc. A Troop of Ghoſts took flight together there : 
Now Death's grown riotous, and will play no more 
For ſingle Stakes, but Families and Tribes : 
How are we lure we breath not now our laſt, 
And that next minute, 
Our Bodies caſt into lome cqmmon Pit, 
Shall not be built upon, and overlaid 
By halt a people. 
Alc, There's a Chain of Cauſes 
Link'd to Effects , invincible Neceſſity 
That what e're is, could-not but ſo have been ; 
That's my ſecurity. 


To them, Enter Creon, 


Creon, $9 had it need, when all our Streets lye cover'd 
With dead and dying men ; | 
And Earth expoles Bodies on the Pavements 
\{ore than ſhe hides in Graves ! 

Betwixt the Bride and Bridegroom havel (cen 
The Nuptial Toxch do common offices 
Of Marriage and of Death. 
D/oz, Now, Oedipus, 
(If he return from War, our other plague) 
Will icarce find half he lefr, to grace his Triumphs, 

Pyr. A tceble P!21n will be ſung before him. 

Ac, He would do well to bring the Wives and Children 
Or conquer'd. Ar27ans, to renew his Thebes, 

Creonu. May Funerals meer hun at the City Gates 
\W ith their deteſted Omen, 
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OBDIPUS . ; 


Doc, Of his Children. 
 Creon, Nay, though the be my Siſter, of his Wife, 


Alc, O that our Thebes might once again behold 
A Monarch Thebar born ! 

Dioc. We might have had one. 

Pyr. Yes, had the people pleas'd. 

Creon, Come, y'are my Friends : 
The Queen my Siſter, after Zajus's death, 
Fear'd to lye ſingle z and ſupply'd his place 
With a young Succeſlour. 

Dioc, He muchreſembles 
Her former Husband too ; 

Alc, 1 always thought ſo. 

Pyr. When twenty Winters more have grizzl'd his black Locks 
Hewill be very Lajus. 

Creon, So he wwll : 
Mean time ſhe ſtands provided of a Lajus 
More young and vigorous too, by twenty Springs. 
Theſe Women are {uch cuaning Purveyors ! 
Mark where their Appetites have once been pleas'd, 
The ſame reſemblance in a younger Lover 
Lyes brooding in their Fancies the ſame Pleaſures, 


And urges their remembranceto deſire, 
Dioc. Had merit, not her dotage, been conſider'd, 


Then Cyeoy had been King ; but Ozaipes, 


A ſtranger ! 
Creon, That word ſtranger, I confeſs 
Sounds harſhly in my Ears. 
Dicc, We are your Creatures, 
The people prone, as in all general ills, 
To ſudden f ; the King in Wars abroad, 
The Queen a Womaa weak and unregarded 
Evrydice the Daughter of dead Lajus, 
A Princeſs young and beautious, and unmarried. 
Methinks from theſe disjointed propoſitions 
Something might be produc'd. 
 Creon, The Gods have done | 
Their part, by ſending this commodious plague. 
But oh the Princeſs ! her hard heart is ſhut 


By Adamantine Locks againſt my Love. 
B 2 Alc, 
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Pyr. True in her Nonag ge. 
Alc. But that let's remoy 


"EDIT "7 


' Alc. Your claim to her is ſtrong: you are betroth'd, 


- Dyoe, I heard the Prince of Argos, young an, 


When he was hoſtage here. 


Creon, Oh name him not ! the bane of all my hopes , 
That hot-brain'd, head-long Warriour; has the Charms 


Of youth, and ſomewhat of a lucky raſhneſs;” 
To pleale a Woman yet more Fool than'he: 
That thoughtlels Sex is caught by outward oem 
And empty noiſe, and loves it (elf in man. 


pl 


A'c. But ſince the War broke out about our r Frontiers, | 


He's now a Foe to Theves, 
Creoxn, But is not loto her , ſee, ſhe appears , 
Once more I'll prove my Forrune : you Rt 
' Kind thoughts of me 1nto the multitude , 


"q-* 


Lay load upon the Court ; gull 'em with freedom ; 


And you ſhall ſee 'em tols their TO and gad, 
As if the Breeze had ſtung 't 


Dioc, We'll about it, End Alcander, Diocles, Pyracmon, 


Emter Euridice, 


Creon, Hail, Royal Maid z thou bright Euryaice ! 


A laviſh Planet reign'd when thou wert born 
And made thee of ſuch kindred mold to Heaven, 
Thou ſeem'{t more Heaven's than ours. 

Ewryd, Caſt round your Eyes," © | -* 


Where late the Streets were lo thick ſown w ith « men, 


Like Cad»! Brood they jultled for the paſlage : 
Now look for thole erected heads, and ſee 'em - 
Like Pebbles paving all our publick ways': 


When you have thought on this, then anſwer me, 


It thele be hours of Courtſhip. ' 
Creop, Yes, they arc ; 
For when the Gods deſtroy ſo faſt,'ris time 
We thould renew the Race. 
Euryd, What, in the midſt of horrour ! ! 
Creon, Why not then? - 
There's the more need of comfort, 
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Eurya, Impious Creony. | 
Creon, Unjuſt Euryaice ! can you acouſe me; 
Of love, which is Heaven's precept, and-not fear, 
That Vengeance, which you ſay purſues our Crimes, 
Should reach your Perjuries ? | 
Euryd, Still th' olg - wot | 
I bad you, caſt your eyes.on othermea, 
Now caſt 'em on your ſelf : think what. you are, 
Creon, A Man. 
Ewryd, A Man! = 
Creon, Why doubt you? I'm,a mag. 
Euryd. *'Tis well you tell meſo, I ſhould miſtake you 
For any other part o'th* whole Creation, 
Rather than think you man: hence from my ſight, 
Thou poylon to my eyes. 
Creon, *'Twas you firſt poiſon'd mine, and yet methinks; 
My face and perſon ſhou'd not. make you ſport. 
Euryd, You force me, by your importunitics, 
To ſhew you what you are, 
Creop, A Prince, who loves you : 
And lince your pride provokes me, worth your love, 
Ev'n at its higheſt value, 
Euryd, Love from thee / 
Why loverenounc'd thee e're thou ſaw'ſ the light : 
Nature her (elf ſtart back when thou wert bora 
And cry*d,the work's not mine : — 
The Midwife ſtood aghaſt , and when ſhe ſaw 
Thy Mountain back and thy diſtorted legs, 
Thy face it ſelf, 
Half-minted with the Royal ſtamp of man 5 
And half o're-come with beaſt, ſtood doubting long, 
Whoſe right in thee were more: 
And knew not, if to burn thee ia the flames, 
Were not the holſter work. 
Creon, Aml1 to blame if Nature threw-my body 
In ſo perverſe a mould ? yet when ſhe caſt, 
Her envious hand upon my ſupple, ;joints, . 
lnable to reſiſt, and rumpled 'em- 
On heaps in their dark lodging, to revenge - 
Her bungled work ſheftampt my mindi more fair : 


} 
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OEDIPUS 
And as from Chaos, huddled and deform'd, 
The God ſtrook hire, and lighted up the Lamps 
That beautify the sky, fo he inform'd 

This ill-thip'd body with a daring foul : 

And making lets than man, he made me more. 

Euryd, No; thou art all one errour ; foul and body; 
The firſt young tryal of lome unskill'd Pow's , 

Rude in che making Arr, and Ape of ove. 

Thy cro»ked mind within hunch'd out thy back , 
And wander'd in thy limbs : tothy own kind 

Make love, if thou canſt find i tm the world: 

And leck not from our Sex to raiſe an off-ſpring, 
Which, mingled with there(t, would tempt the Gods 
To cut oft humane Kind, 

Creoy, No z let 'em leave | 
The Argi4x» Prince for you: that Enemy | b 
Of Thebes has made you falle, and break the Vows 
You made to mc. | 

Euryd, They were my Mothers Vows, 

Made when I was at Nurle, 

Creon. But hear me, Maid , 

"This blot of Nature, this deform'd, loath'd Creon 
Is Maſter of a Sword, to rcach the blood 

Of your young Afirron, (poil the Gods tine work, 
And (tab you 1n his heart. 

Euryd, This when thou doſt, 

Then mayſt thou {till be-curs'd with loving me : 

And, as thou art, be ſtill unpitied, loath'd 

Andlet his Ghoſt--—- No let his Ghoſt have re - 

But let thegreate(t, fierce{t, fouleſt Fury, 

Let Creox haunt himſelf. Exit Eury dice, 

Creon, Tis true, Iam 
What the has told me, an offence toſigl:t : 

My body opens inward to my foul, 

And lets in day to make my Vices leen 

By all diſcerning eyes, but the blind vulgar. 

[ muſt make haſte er'e Oedipus return, 

To ſnatch the Crown and her, for I ſtill love ; 
But love with malice ; as an angry Cur 

Snarles while he feeds, fo will I ſeize and ſtanch 
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 OEDIPUS. 7 


The hunger of my love on this proud beauty, 
Andlcave the ſcraps for Slaves. 


Pnter Tirchas, /caning on 4 ([aff, and led by his Daughter Manta. 


What makes this blind prophetick Fool abroad !: 

Wou'd his Appol/o had him, he's too holy 

For Earth and me ; I'll ſhun his walk , and (eck 

My popular friends. EN FExit Creon 
Tireſias, Alittle farther , yer a little farther, 


Thou wretched Daughter of a dark. old man, : 
Conduct my weary ſteps : and thou who leeſt on 
For mc and for thy ſeit, beware thou tread not = } 
With impious ſteps upon dead corps ; —— Now ſtay : | 
Methinks I draw more open, vatal air, 


Where are we? 
Manto. Under Covert of a wall : 


The moſt frequented once, and noily part 
Of Thebes, now midnight filence reigns evn here , 
And gra(s untrodden ſprings beneath our feet. 
Tir. If there be nigh this placea Sunny banck, 
There let me reſt a while : a Sunny banck ! 
Alas ! how can it be, where no Sun ſhines ! 
- But a dim winking Taper 1n the Skyes, 
That nods, and ſcarce holds up his drowzy head 


To glimmer through the damps. 
[4 Noiſe within, follow, follow, follow, A Creon, 


| A Creon, 4 Creon.] 
Hark ! a tumultuous noiſe, and Creon's name 
Thrice eccho'd, 
! 


Man, Fly, the tempeſt drives this way, 
Tir, Whither can Ape and blindnels take their flight z 


It I could fly, what cou'd I (uffes worle, 
Secure of greater Illsl _ [Noiſe again, Creon, Creon, Creon. 


Exter Creon, Diocles, Alcander, Pyracmon followed by the Crowd, 


"VS 
Creon, Ithank ye, Countrymen ; but muſt refuſe 
The honours you intend me, they're too great ; 


AndI am too unworthy, think agen, 
Aad 


SR 
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And make a better choice. \ 

1 Cit, Think twice ! I ne're thbught twice in all my life: 
That's double work. : 
* 2 Cit, My firſt word is always my fecond , and therefore I'll have 
No ſecond word : and therefore once again I ſay, A Creoy, 

All, A Creon, A Creon, A Creon, | 

{reon, Yet hear me, Fellow Citizens. 

Dioc, Fellow Citizens ! there was a word of kindneſs ! 

Alc, When did Oeaipns (alute you by that familiar name ? 

1 Cit, Never, never , he was too proud, 

Creon, Indeed he could not, for he was a ſtranger : 
But under him our Thebes is half deſtroyed, 
Forbid it Heav'n the reſidue ſhould perith 
Linder a Theban born. 
Tis true, the Gods might {end this plague among you, 
Becaule a ſtranger rul'd : but what of that, 
Can Iredrels it now ? 

3 Cit, Yes, you or none, 
'Tis Certain that the Gods are angry with us 

*Becaule he reigns. 

Creon, Oedipus may return: you may be ruin'd. 

1 Cit, Nay, it that be the matter, we are ruin'd already. 

2 Cit, Half of us that are here preſent, were living men bur 
Yeſterday, and we that are abſent do but drop and drop, 
And no man knows whether he be dead or living. And 
Theretore while we are ſound and well, let us ſatisfic our 
Conlciences, and make a new King. / 

Cit. Ha, if we were Eut worthy tolee another Coronation, 

And then if we muſt dye, well go merrily together, 

All, To the queſtion, to the queſtion. 

Doc, Are you content,Creon ſhould be your King ? 

{, A Creon, A Creon, A Creon. 

Tir, Hear.me, ye Thetans, andthou Creon, hear me. 

1 Cit, Who's that would be heard ; we'll hear-no man : 
We can fcarce hear one another. 

Tir, Icharge you by the Gods to hear me. 

2 Cit. Oh, 'tis 4pollo's Prieft, we muſt hear him , 'tis the old blind 
Prophet that ſecs all things, 

3 Cit, He comes from the Gods too, and they are our betters , 


And therefore in good manners we muſt hear him : Speak,Prophet, 
2 Cit, 
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aBDIBUS, 
2 Cit, For coming from the Gods that's no great matter, 
They can all ſay that , bur he's a great Scholar, he can make 
Almanacks, and he were put to't, and therefore ſay hear him. 
Tir. When angry Heav'n (catters its plagues among you, 
Is it for nought, ye Thebars ! are the Gods 
Unjuſt in puniſhing ? are there no Crimes 
Which pull this Vengeance down ? 
x Cit, Yes, yes, no doubt there are ſome Sins ſtirring 
That are the caule of all, - 
3 Cit, Yes there are Sins; or we thould have no Taxcs. 
2 Cit, For my part I caa (peak it witha ſafe Conſcience, 
I ne're ſinn'd in all my lite, 
I Cit, NorlT, 
3 Cit, NorT. . 
2 Cit, Then weareall juſtified;the ſin lyes not at our doors, 
Tir, All juſtified alike, and yet all =" as ; 
Were every mans falſe dealing brought to light, 
His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries, 
His Weights and Mealures,th'other mans Extortions, 
With what Face could you tell offended Heav'n 
You had not linn'd ? 
2 Cit, Nay, if theſe be {1ns,the caſe is alter'd, for my part I never 
Thought any thing but Murder ha ORE 
Tir. And yet, as if all theſe wereYels than nothing, 
You add Rebellion to 'em , impious Thebans | 
Have you not ſworn before the Gods to (ſerve 
And to obey this Oedipes, your King 
By publick voice eleted; anſwer me, 
If this be true ! 
2 Cir. This is true z but it's a hard World Neighbours, 
If a mans Oath muſt be his maſter, 
Creon, Speak Dzocles , all goes wrong. 
Dioc, How are you Traytors Countrymen of Thebes? 
This holy Sir, who preſles you with Oaths, 
Forgets your firſt were you not ſworn before 
To Lays and his Blood ? 
All, We were, we were. 
Dioc, While Lajws has a lawful Succeſſor, 
Your firſt Oxch ſtill muſt bind : Ewuryaice 
Is Heir to Zajas z let her marry Creor : 


Offend- 


Offended Heav'n will never be appeas'd 
While Oedipus pollutes the Throne of Rey, : 
A ſtranger to his Blood: - | OC 982% : 
All, We'ltno Ocdipns, no Ocdipas, iT zehy 
1 Cit, He puts the Prophet i in a Mouſc-hole. | 
2 Cit. | knew it wou'd be ſo;the laſt man ever (peaks the beft reaſon. 
Tir, Can benefits thus dye, ungrateful Thehans | | 
Remember yer, when; afcer E2jv's death, 9) 69% 
The Monſter. $ph7nx laid your rich Country waſte;:: of; 
Your Vineyards ſpoil'd, your labouring” Oxen flew, - - 
Your ſelves for fear mew*'d up within your Walls. 
She, taller chan your Gates, o're-look'd your Town, tt 
But when ſhe rais'd her Bulk to ſail above you, ii, 1d, 
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. She drove the Air arround her like a Whirlwind, ': © 


And ſhaded atl beneath ; till ſtooping down, 

She clap'd her leathern wing agatnſt your Tow'rs, -. 

And thruſt our her tong neck, ev'n to your doors. | 3 
Dioc, Alk, Pyr, Well hear no more. v4 
Tir. You durſt not meet in Temples nary} 

T'invoke the Gods for aid, the proudeſt he 

Who leads you now, then cowr 'd, like a dar'd Lark: 

This Cre9» ſhook for fear, | 

The blood of Lajus, cruddledgp | his Veans : 

Till Oed:prs arriv'd. 

Call'd by his own high courage ar {the Gois, 

Himlſcif to you a God: ye offer'd him 

Your Queen, and Crown ; (bur what was then your Crown! } 

And Heav'n authoriz'd it by his ſucceſs : 

Speakthen, who is your lawful King? 

All, Tis Ocdipus. 
Tir. 'Tis Oedipus indeed : your King more lawful 

Than yet you dream : for ſomething till there lyes 

In Hzav'ns dark Volume, which 1 read through miſts :. 

Tis great, prodigious; 'tis a dreadful birth, 

Ot wondrous Fate z and now, juſt now diſcloling. 

I fee, I lee! how terribly i It dawns, 

And my Soul {1ckens with it : = 
- Cit, How the God thakes him ! - + wy 

He comes ! he comes! ViRory ! Conqueſt ! Triumph ! 

Bur 4 Guiltleſs and Guilty : Murder! Parricide ! * 

Inceſt ; 
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Inceſt ; Diſcovery ! Puniſbment=—-+'tis ended, 
And all your (ufferings o're. | 


A Trampet within ; Enter Hzmon; 

Heim, Rouze up ye Thebans ,, tune your Fo. Peans | 
Your King returns ; the Argians are o're-come z 
Their Warlike Prince in ſingle Combat taken, 
And led in Bands by God-hke Oedipus. 

All, Oedipus,) Oedipus, Oedipas ! |. Ta 

Creon,” Furies confound his Fortune !- | [#ftde. 
Haſte, all haſte , [To them, 
And meer with Bleſſings our Victorious King , 
Decree Proceſſions , bid new Holy-days 
Crown all the Statues of -'our Gods with Garlands ; 
And raiſe a Brazen Collumn,. thus inſ{crib'd, Dr 
To 0:4ipws, now twice a Conquerour ; Deliverer cf his Thetes, 
Truſt me, I weep for joy to lee this day. | 

Tir, Yes, Heav'n knows why thou weep't ; —go, Countrymen, 
And, as you ule to ſupplicate your Gods par be' x 
So meet your King, . with Bayes, and Olive-branches : 
Bow down, and touch his Knees, and beg fromhim 


An end of all your Woes , tor only he 
n give it you. [Ex, Tirelias, the People following, 


Oedipus zx triumph $ Adraſtus Priſoner, Dymas, Tran, 


Creon, All hail, great Oediprs , 

Thou mighty Conquerour, hail ; welcome to Thebes: 
To thy own Thefes ; to all that's' left of Thebes : 
For halt thy Citizens are ſwept away, 
And wanting to thy Triumphs : 
And we, the happy remnant, only live 
To welcome thee, and dye. | 

,. Ocazp:1s, Thus pleaſtre never comes ſincereto man ; 
Bur tent by-Heav'n upon hard Ulry :.”- ; 
And, while Fove holds us out the Bowl of Joy, 
Ee it can reach our Lips ir'sdaſht with Gall 
_ By (ome left-handed God.- 'O'movrnful Triumph 1 * 4 
.© Conqueſt gain'd abroad and loſt athortie ! © |  Y 
' | C2 | 


OEDIPUS. ; 


| 


O Argos ! now rejoyce, for Thebes lyes low ; 
Thy {laughter'd Sons now ſmile and think they won  - 
When they can count more Thebax Ghoſts than theirs. 
Aaraſt, No Argos mourns with Thebes ; you temper'd (o 
Your Courage while you fought, that Mercy ſeem'd 
The manher Virtue,- and much more prevail'd : 
While Argos 1s a People, think your Thebes 
Can neverwant for Subjes: Every Nation 
Will crow to {erve where Oedipus commands, 
Creon to Hem, How meanit ſhews to fawn upon the Victor ! 
Hem, Had you beheld him fight, you had laid otherwile : 
Come, 'tis brave bearing in him, not to envy | 
Superiour Vertue. 
Oed. This indeed 1s Conqueſt, 
To gain a Friend like you : Why were we Foes ? 
Adaraſt . 'Caule we were Kings,and each dildain'd an equal. 
I fought to have it in my pow'r to do 
What thou haſt done, and ſo to ule my Conquett , 
To ſhew thee, Honour was my only motive, 
Know this, that were my Army at thy Gates, 
And Thebes thus waſte, I would not take the Gift, 
Which, like a Toy, dropt fromthe hands of Fortune, 
Lay for the next chance-comer. 
Oed, embracing. No more Captive, 
But Brother of the War: "Tis much more pleaſant, 
And ſafer, truſt me, thus to meet thy love, 
Than when hard Gantlets clench'd our Warlike Hands. 
And kept 'em from ſoft ule; 
Adr, My Conquerour. 
0ed, My Friend / that other name keeps Enmity alive. 
Bur longer to detain thee were a Crime, ; 
To love, and to Ewryaice, go free:: 
Such welcome as a ruin'd Town can give 
Expect from me ; the reſt let her ſupply. 
Aar, 1 go. without a bluſh, though conquer'd twice, 
By you and by my Princels. [Ex.'Adraſtus, 
Creow aſtde, Then I am conquer'd thrice ; by Ocaipm, 
And her, and ev'n by him, 'the flave of both: 
Gods, Fm behblding to:you, for making me your Image, 


VVaygdIcou'd make you mine. '- [Ex. Creon, 
| Entey 


OEDIPUS 


Enter the People with branches in their hands, holding them 
up, 4nd kneeling : Two Prieſts before them. 


Oedipus, Alas, my People ! 


What means this ſpeechleſs ſorrow, down caſt eyes, 


And lifted hands ! it there be one among you 

| Whom grief has left a ton ſpeak for the reſt, 
1 Pr, O Father of thy Country! 

To thee theſe knees are beat, thele eyes are litted, 

As to a viſible Divinity. 

A Prince on whom Heav'a ſafely might repoſe 

The buſineſs of Mankind : for Providence 

Might on thy careful boſome ſleep ſecure, 

And leave her task to thee. 

But where's the Glory of thy former acts ? 


Ev'n that's deſtroy'd when none ſhall live to ſpeak it. 


Millions of Subjects ſhalt thou have ; but mute. 
A people of the dead , a crowded deſart. 
A Midnight {ilence at the noon of day. 
|  Oea, O were our Gods as ready with their pity, 
As I with mine, this Preſence ſhou'd be throng'd 
With all I left alive , and my ſad eyes. 
Not ſearch in vain for friends, whole promis'd ſight 
Flatter'd my toyls of' war, 

1 Pr, Twice our deliyerer. 

Oed. Nor are now your vows 
Addreſt to one who fleeps : 
VVhen this unwelcome news firſt reach'd my ears, 
Dymas was (ent to Delphos to enquire 
The caule and cure of this contagious 11: 
And is this day return'd : but fince his meſſage 
Concerns the publick, I retus'd to hear it 
But 1n this general Preſence: let him ſpeak. 


Dymas, A dreadful anſwer from the hallow'd Urn; 


And ſacred tripous did the Prieſteſs give, 
In thele Myſterious words, 
The Oracle, Shed in 2 curſed hour, by curſed hand, 
Rlood- Royal unrevene'd, has cursd the Lend, 
when Lajus death i expiated well | 
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14. OEDIPYVSFS, 
Tour Planue [hall ceaſe : the reſt let Lajus tell, 
Oed. Dreadful indeed ! blood, and a Kings blood too : 
And ſuch a Kings, and by his Subjects ſhed / 
(Elſe why this curle on Thebes? no wonder then 
If Monſters, Wars, and plagues revenge ſuch Crimes ! 
It Heav'n be juſt, it's whole Artillery, 
All mult be empty'd on us : Not one bolt 


Shall errc from Thebes , but more, be call'd for more: 


New moulded thunder of a larger ſize, _ 
Driv'n by whole Fovz. . VVhar, touch annointed Pow'r ! 
Then Gods beware z Fove wou'd himſelf be next ;. 
Cou'd you but reach him too, 
2, P;, Wemourn the {ad remembrance. 
Oed. Well you may: 
Worle than a plague infects you: y*are devoted 
To Mother Earth, and to th' infernal Pow'rs : 
Hell has a right in you: I thank you Gods, 
That Pm no Thebax born : how my blood cruddles ! 
As if this curle touch'd me / and touch'd me nearer 
Than all this preſence !-— Yes, *tis a Kings blood, 
And 1, a King, am ty'd in deeper bands " 
To expiate this blood : but where, from whom, 
Or how mult I attone it ? tell me, Thebans, 
How Lajs fell ? for a confus'd report 
Paſsd through my ears,when firſt I ook the Crown: 
But full of hurry, like a morning dream, 
It vaniſh'd in the buſinels of the day. 
1 Pr, He went in private forth; but thinly follow'd , 
And ne're return'd to Thebes, 
0:4. Nor any from him? came there no attendant ? 
None to bring news? _ . 
2 P;. But one, and he fo wounded, 
He icarce drew breath to ſpeak ſome few faint words. 
Oed, V Vhat were they ? ſomething may be learat from thence. 
1 Pr, He laid a band of Robbers watch'd their paſlage ; 
VVho took advantage of a narrow way 
25 and thereſt : himſelf 


To murder Lt 
Left too for dead. 

0ed, Made you no mcre enquiry, 
B:4t took this bare relatien ? 
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2. Pr, 'Twas neglected: _ | 
For then the Monſter'Sphyax began ta rape ; 
And prelent cares ſoon buried the remote ; 
So was it huſh'd, and never ſince reviv'd. 

Ocd, Mark, Thebans, mark ! 
Juſt then, the Sp-y»x began to rage among you ; 
The Gods took hold ev'n of tWaffending minute, 
And dated thence your woes : thence will I trace 'em. 

1 Pr, *Tis Juſt thou ſhould'ſt, 

Oed, Hear then this dreadful imprecation ; hear it : 
'Tis lay'd on all z not any one exempt : 
Bear witnels Heav'n, m_ it on the perjur'd. 
If any Thebax born, if any ſtranger 
Reveal this murder, or produce its Author, 
Ten Attique Talents be his juſt reward : 
But, if for fear, for favour, or for hire, 
The murder'r he conceale, the curle of Thebes 
Fall heavy on his head : Unite our plagues 
Ye Gods,and place 'em there : from Fire and V Vater, 
Converle, and all things common be he banith'd. : | 
But for the murderer's (elf, unfound by man, 
Find him ye pow'rs Cceleftial and Infernal , . | 


And the (ame Fate or worle, than Lajus met, + 

Let be his lot : his childrenbe accurlſt ; 

His VVife and kindred, all of his be curs'd. | 
B2th Pr, Confim it Heav'n ! ' 


Enter Jocaſtaz Attended by Women. 


Foc, At your Devotions ! Heav'n ſucceed your withes ; 
And bring th' effe&t of thele your pious pray'rs 
On you, and me, and all. 
Pr, Avert thts Omen, Heay'n ! 
Oe4.'O fatal found, Untortunate Focaſta !. 
VVhat haſt thouſaid! an ill hour haſt thou choſen 
For thele fore-boding words ! why, we were curling ! 
| Foc. Then may that curſe fall only where you laid ur, 
; Oea. Speak no more {! 
For all thou ſay'{t is ominous : we were curling ; 


And that dire 1mprecation haſt thou faſtn'd 
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On Thebes, and thee and me, and all of us. 
Foc, Are then my bleſſings turn'd into a curſe ? 
O Unkind Oedipus, My former Lord 
Thought me hus bleſſing : be thon like my LZejas. | 
Oed. what yet again ! the third time haft thou curs'd me ? 
This 1mprecation was for Lejus death, 
And thou haſt with'd me like him. 
Foc. Horrour ſeizes me ! | p 
Oeca, why dolt thou gaze vpog me? prithee love 
Take off thy eye , it burdens me too much. 
Foc, The more look, the more I find of Zajas : 
His ipecch, his garb, his a&tion; nay his frown, 
(For I have ſeen it ,) but nerre bent on me. 
Oed, Are we lo like ? 
Foc. In all things but his love. 
Oed, I love thee more: ſo well Ilove,words cannot ſpeak how well. 
No pious Son er'e lov'd his Mother more . 
Than I my dear Foca/ts, 
Foc, Iloveyou too 
The (elf ſame way : and when you chid, me thought 
A Mothers love ſtart up in your defence, 
And bade me not beangry : be not you : 
For I love Lajus (tilt as wives ſhou'd love: 
But you more tenderly , as part of me: 
And when I have you in my arms, methinks 
I lull my child aſleep. 
Oed, Then we are bleit : 
And all theſe curſes {weep along the skyes 
Like empty clowds; but drop not on our heads. 
Foc, Ihave not joy'd an hour {ince you departed, 
For publick Miſeries, and for private fears ; 
But this bleſt meeting has or'e-pay'd 'em all. 
Good fortune that comes ſeldom comes more welcome. 
AllI can wiſh for now, 1s your conſent 
To make my Brother happy. 
Oed, How, Tocaſta ? 
Foc. By marriage with his Neece, Euryazce | 
0:4, Uncle and Neece ! they are too near, my Love ; 
"Tis too like Inceſt : *tis offence to Kind : 
Hal I not promie'd, were there no Aaraftas, 
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No choice but Creon left her of Mankind, 
They ſhou'd not marry , ſpeak no more of it ; 
The thought diſturbs me. 
Foc, Heay'n can never bleſs | 
A Vow ſo broken, which I made to Creos , 
Remember he's my Brother, 
Oed, That's the Bar : 
And ſhe thy Daughter : Nature wou'd abhor 
To be forc'd back again upon her ſelf, 
And like a whirle-pool ſwallow her own ſtreams. 
Foc, Be not dilpleas'd , I'll move the Suit no more. 
Ocd, No, donot, for, I know not why, it ſhakes me 
When I but think on Inceſt ; move we forward 
To thank the Gods for my ſucceſs, and pray 
To waſh the guilt of Royal Blood away. [Exennt Omnes, 


oY 


An open Gallery, A Royal Bed-Chamber being ſuppes'd behind. 
The Time, Night, Thunder, &Cc, 


Hzmon, Alcander, Pyracmon. 


Hem, G\ URE 'tistheend of all things ! Fate has torn 
: 3 TheLockof Time off, and his head is now 

The gaſtly Ball of round Eternity ! 
Call you thee Peals of Thunder, but the yawn 
Of bellowing Clouds ? By Fove, they ſeem to me 
The World's laſt groans , and thoſe vaſt ſheets of Flame 
Are its laſt Blaze ! The Tapers of the Gods, 
The Sun and Moon, run down like waxen-Globes , 
The ſhooting Stars end all in purple Gellies, 
And Chaos 1s at hand, '' | | 

Pyr. 'Tis Midnight,, yet there's not a Thebar ſleeps, 
But ſuch as ne're muſt wake, All crow'd about 
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The Palace, and implore, as from a God, 
Help of the King , who, from the Battlement, 
| By the red Lightning's glare, deſcry'd afar, | 
i; Atones the angry Powers. Thunder, &c. 
ik | Hem, Ha! Pyracmon, look; 
| Behold, Sa , from yon' Weſt of Heav'n, 
| The perfect Figures of a Man and Woman: 
A Scepter bright with Gems in each right hand, 

bh Their lowing Robes of dazling Purple made, 

Diſtin&ly yonder in that point they ftand, 

Juſt Weſt ; a bloody red ſtains all the place: 
 Andlce, ther Faces are quite-hid in Clouds. 

Pyr. Cluſters of Golden Stars hang o're their, heads, 

And ſeem 1o crouded, that they burſt upon 'em : 

All dart at once their baleful influence, 

In leaking Fire. 

Alc. Long-bearded Comets ſtick, 

Like flaming Porcupines, to their left ſides, 

As they would ſhoot their Quills jnto their hearts. 
| þ Hem, But (ee ! the King, and Queen, and all the Court / 
i:  Didever Day or Night ſhew ought like this ? 


[Thunders again, The Scene draws, and diſcovers the Proargies. 


Enter Oedipus, Jocaſta, Euridice, Adraſtus, a! coming 
forward with amazement. 


0-4. Anſwer, you Pow'rs Divine, ſpare all this noiſe, 
This rack ot Heav'n, and ſpeak your fatal pleaſure. 
Why breaks yon dark and dusky Orb away ? 

Why trom the bleeding Womb of monſtrous Night, 

Burſt forth ſuch Miriads of abortive Stars ? 

Ha ! my Focaſ?a, look! the SilverMoan ! 

A (ctling Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face 

She's all ore Blood ! and look, behold again, 

W hat mean the miſtick Heavens, 'the journeys on? 
A vaſt Eclipſe darkens the labouring Planet : 

| Sound there, ſound all our Inſtruments of War ; 

Clarions and Trumpets, Silver, Braſs, and Iron, 

And bear a thouſand Drums to help her Labour. 

Aar, *Tis vain g you ſee the Prodigies continue z 
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Let's gaze no more, the Gods are humorous, 
Oed, Forbear, raſh man,—— Once morel ask your pleaſure ! 

If that the glow-worm-light of Humane Reaſon 

Might dare to offer at Immortal knowledge, | 
And cope with Gods, why all this ftorm of Nature ? | 
Why do the Rocks ſplit, and why rouls the Sea ? > 8-3 
Why theſe Portents in Heav'n, and Plagues on Earth ? 
V Vhy yon' Gygantick Forms, Ethereal Monſters ? 
Alas! isall this but to fright the Dwarts | 
Which your own hands have made ? Then be it ſo, ME 


Or if the Fates reſolve ſome Expiation 
For murder'd Lajus ; Hear me, hear me, Gods ! 


Hear me thus proftrate : Spare this groaning Land, S 3 
Save innocent Thebes, ſtop the Tyrant Death , =_ 1 
Do this, and lo Iſtand up an Oblation a 
To meet your ſwifteſt and ſevereſt anger, ; 
Shoot all at once, and ftrike me to the Center. | 


The Cloud draws that veiPa the heads of the Figures in theSkie, and £2 | 
ſhews 'em (rown'd, with the names of Oedipus and Tocaſta = 
written above in great Characters of Gold, = 

Aar, Either I dream, and all my cooler ſen(es 

Are vaniſh'd with that Cloud that fleets away , 
Or juſt above thoſe two Majeſtick heads, 
I ſee, Iread diſtinctly in large gold, 
; * Ocaipus and Focaſta, 
Alc, I read the ſame. : 
Aar. 'Tis wonderful , yet ought not man to wade 


Too far in the vaſt deep of Deſtiny. 
[Thunder , and the Prodiples vaniſh, 
Foc, My Lord, my Oedipus, why gaze you now, 
When the whole Heav'n is clear, as rhe Gods 
Wad ſome new Monſters made ? will you not turn, 
And bleſs your People ; who devoureach word 
You breathe. 

Oed. It ſhall be ſo, | , 
Yes, Iwill dye, O Thebes, to ſave thee! _.. [| 
Draw from my heart my blood, with more content f| 
Than ere I wore thy Crown. Yet, O, Foca' 2! 

all che indearments of miraculous ! 
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Which oft have made us wonder , here I ſwear 
Oa thy fair hand, upon thy breaſt I ſwear, 
I cannot call to mind, from budding Childhood 
To blooming youth, a Crime by me committed, 
For which the awtul Gods ſhould doom my death. 
Foc, *'Tisnot you, my Lord, 
But he who murder'd Z4js, frees the Land : 
Were you, which is impoſſible, the man, 
Perhaps my Ponyard firſt ſhould drink your blood ; 
But you are innocent, as your Focaſts, 
From Crimes like thole. This made me violent 
To ſave your life, which yu unjuſt would loſe : 
Nor can you comprehend, with deepeſt thought, 
The horrid Agony you caſt me 1, 
When you relolv'd to dye. 
Oed, Is't poſſible ? 
Foc, Alas! why ſtart you (o? Her ſtifPning grief, 
Who ſaw her Children {laughter'd all at once, 
Was dull to mine : Methinks I ſhould have made 
My boſom bare againſt the armed God, 
To ſave my Ocaipns | 
Oead, I pray, no more, | 
Foc. Yo'velilenc'd me, my Lord. 
Oed. Pardon me, dear Focaſta , 
Pardon a heart that ſinks with ſufferings, 
And can but vent it ſelf in ſobs and murmurs : 
Yet to reſtore my peace, I'll find him out. 
Yes, yes, you Gods ! you ſhall have ample vengeance 
On Lajus murderer. O, the Traytor's name ! 
Pl! know't, I will ; Art ſhall be Conjur'd for it, 
And Nature all unravel'd, 
Foc, Sacred Sir, — 
Oed, Rage will have way, and *cis but juſt , I'll fetch him, 
Tho'lodg'd in Air, upon a Dragon's wing, 
Tho Rocks ſhould hide him: nay, he ſhall be dragg'd 
From Helt, 1f Charms can hurry him along : 
His Ghoſt ſhall be, by ſage Tireſrzs pow'r, 
(Tireſias, that rules all beneath the Moon) 
Confin'd to fleſh, to ſuffer death once more ; 
And then be plung'd 1o his firſt fires again. 


Extey 
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OEDIPVULS. 


WOMAN Enter Creon. CF 6 
Cre, My Lord, 

Tireſias attends your pleaſure. 
0cd, Haſte, and bring him in, 

O, my Focaſta, Euridice, Aaraſtas, 

Creon, and all e Thebans, now theend 

Of Plagues, of Madneſs, Murders, Prodigles, 

Draws on: This Battel of the Heav'ns and Earth 


Shall by his wiſdom be reduc'd to peace. 


Enter Tireſias, leaning on 8 ſtaff, led by his Dawphter Manto, /o/- 
low'd by other Thebans. ; 


O thou, whoſe moſt aſpiring mind 

Know'(t all the buſineſs of the Courts above, 

Open'ſt the Cloſets of the Gods, and dares 

To mix with Fove himſelf and Fate at Council , 

O Prophet, anſwer me, declare aloud | 

The Traytor who conſpir'd the death of Zajns : 

Or be they more, who from malignant Stars 

Have drawn this Plague that blaſts unhappy Thebes. 
Tir. We mult no more than Fate commiſſions us 

Totell , yet ſomething, and of moment, Pll unfolg, 

Ifrhat the God would wake , I feel him now, 

Like a ſtrong Spirit Charm'd into a Tree, 

That leaps, and moves the Wood without a Wind: 

The rouz'd God, as all this while he lay 

Intomb'd alive, ſtarts and dilates himſelf. 

He ſtruggles, and he tears my aged Trunk 

With holy Fury, my old Arteries burſt, 

My riveP'd skin, | 

Like Parchment, crackles at the hallow'd fire ; 

T ſhall be young again : Marr, my Daughter, 

Thou haſt a voice that might have ſav'd the Bard 

Of Thrace, and fore'd the raging Bacchanals, 

With lifted Prongs, to liſten to thy arrs : 

O Charm this God, this Fury in my boſom, 

Lull him with tuneful notes, and artful ſtrings; 

With pow'rful ſtrains ; Marte, my lovely Child, 

Sooth the unruly God-head to be mild. EY SONG 
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| hobus, God belov'd by men , 
\ At thy dawn, every Beaſt is rouz'djn his Den ; + 
10 At thy ſetting, all the Biras of thy abſence complain, 
| ; Ana we dye, all aye till the morpang comes again, 
" Phoebus, God belov'd by men ! TE > 
\ 5p Idol of the Eaſtern Kings, 
| | Awful as the God who flings | 
His Thunder round, and the Lightning wings ; 
Godof Songs, and Orphean flrings, ; 
who to this mortal boſom brings, 
All harmaniogas heav ply things! 
Thy arouzie Prophet to revive, | 
Ten thouſand thouſand forms before humAdrive 
with Chariots and Horſes all © fire awake him, 
Convulſions, and Furies, and Propheſies ſhake bim : 
Let him tell it in groans,tho he bend with the load, 
Tho he burſt with the weight of the terrible God, 
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Tir, The wretch, who ſhed the blood of old Labdacides, 
Lives, and 1s great | | 
But cruel greatne(s ne're was long : 
The firſt of Lajus blood his life did ſeize, 
And urgd his Fate, 
Which elſe had laiting been and ſtrong. 
| The wretch, who Zajus kill'd, muſt bleed or fly; 
Or Thebes, conſum'd with Plagues, in ruines lye. 
14 oed. The firit of Zajus blood ! pronounce the perſon , 
May the God roar from thy prophetick mouth, 
That even the dead may ſtart up, to behold: 
| Name him, I fay, that moſt accurſed wretch, 
; For by the Stars he dies : 
: Speak, I command thee ; 
) By Phabes , {peak ; tor ſudden death's his doom : 
by Here ſhall he fall, bleed on thus very ſpot ; 
F His name, I charge the once more, ſpeak. 
Tir. *T1is loſt, | 
Like what we think can never ſhun remembrance z; 


Yet of a ſudden's. gone beyond rhe Clouds. 


Oe, Fetch it from thences1'\have't, where ce it be 


Cre, Let me intreat you, ſacred Sir, becalm, 
And Cree (hall point out the great Offendor, 
"Tis true, reſpe&t of Nature might 1njoin 
Me ſilence, at another cime$- bur, oh, 

Much more the pDwer of my eternal Love! 
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That, that ſhould ſtrike me dumb: yet Thebes, my Country —— 


Ill break m—_ all,” to ſuccour thee, poor City / 


O, I muſt ſpea 
Oed. Speak then, if ought thou know'ſt : 

As much thou ſeem to know, delay no longer. 
Cre. O Beauty ! O illuſtrious Royal Maid ! 


To whom my Vows wereever paid till now, 


And with ſuch modeſt, chaſte, and pure affeion, 
The coldeſt Nymph _ read 'em without bluſhing ; 


Art thou the Murdrefs then of wretched Lajws ? 


AndI, muſt I accufe thee ! O'my tears / 
Why will you fall in ſo abhorr'd a Caule ? 


But that thy beauteous, barbarous, hand deſtroy'd 


Thy Father (O monſtrous a& !)both'Gods 
Andmen at ionce take notices 
Oed. Emurtaice ! 


Evur, Traytor, goon; Iſcornthy little malice, 


And knowing more my perfe& innocence, 
Than Gods and men, then how much more than 


Who art their oppoſite, and-form'd a Lyar, 


I thus diſdain thee ! Thou once didſt talk of Love 


Becauſe I hate thy love, 
Thou doſt accuſe me. 
- Aar. Villain, inglorious Villain, 


And Traytor, double damn'd, who dur'ſt blaſpheme 


The ſpotleſs virtte of the brighreſt beauty, 


Thoudy'ſt: nor ſhall the ſacred Majeſty, {Draws 4nd wownds him, Y 

That guards this place, preſerve thee from my rage. 6 f 
Oed, Diſarm 'em both : Prince, I-ſhall make you know - 

ThatI can tame yau twice. Guards, ſeize him. # 


Aar. Sir, 
I muft ark nr n+1. JT.» 2m an-chap Cauſe 


ted ooo agar? — - 
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24 OEDI PU S: 


Repentance might abaſh me, but glory 
In this, and {mile to (ee the Traytor's blood, 
Oea. Creon, you ſhall be latisfy'd at full, 
Cre, My hurt 1s nothing, Sir , but I appeal 
0114 To wile Tireſias, if my accuſation 
ot Be not molt true. The firſt of Zajus blood 
| Gave him his death. Is there a RW before her ? 
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Then ſhe 1s faulclels, and I ask her pardon, 
And may this blood ne're ceale to drop, O Thebes, 
ut It pity ot thy ſufferings did not move me 
| To ihzw the Cure which Heav'n it felt preſcrib'd. 
Eur. Yes, Thebans, I will dye to fave your lives, 

More willingly than you can with my fate ; 
But let this good, this wile, this holy man, 
Pronounce my Sentence : for to fall by him, 
By the vile breath of that prodigious Villain, 
Would fink my Soul, tho' I ſhould dye 2 Martyr. 
Aar, Unhand me, ſlaves. O mightielt of Kings, 

| See at your feet a Prince not us'd to kneel , 
T'' Touch not Exridice, by all the Gods, 
| j [i As you would {ave your Thebes, but take my lite: 
| For, ſhould the perith, Heav'n would heap plagues on plagues, 

Rain Sulphur down, hurl kindled bolts 


Upon your guilty heads. 
Cre. You turn to gallantry, what is but juſtice : 


Proof will be ealte made. Aaraſtus was 

The Robber who berett th” unhappy King 

Of life ;, becauſe he flatly had deny'd 

To make ſo poor a Prince his Son-in-law : 

Therefore 'twere fit that both ſhould periſh, 
1. Theb, Both, let both dye. | 
All Theb, Both, both , let *em dye. | - 
Oed, Hence,you wild herd ! For your Ring-leader here, 

He thall be made Example. Hemon, take him. | 
1 Theb, Mercy, O mercy. 


o0ed. Mutiny in my preſence ! 
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Hence, let me ſee that buſie face no more. 
Tir. i hebans, what madnels makes you drunk with rage ? ? 


Enough of guilty death's already ated : 
Fierce Creen has accus'd Euridice, | P 
with 
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OEDIPUS. 25 
With Prince Adraſfius ; which the God reproves 
By inward checks, and leaves their Fares 1n doubt, 

Oed. Therefore inftrut us what remains to do, 
Or ſuffer , for I feel a ſleep like death 
Upon me, and I ſighto be at reſt. 

Tir, Since that the pow'rs divine refuſe to clear 
The myſtic deed, Þll to the Grove of Furies , 
There I can force th' Infernal Gods to ſhew 
Their horrid Forms g 
Each trembling Ghoſt ſhall riſe, 

And leave their grizly King without a waiter : 
For Prince prob and Exriaice, 

My life's engag'd, T'll guard *em in the Fane, 

Till the dark myſteries of Hell are done; 

Follow me, Princes ; Thebars, all to reſt, 

O, Oedipus, to morrow——but no more. 

If that thy wakeful Genius will permit, 

Indulge thy brain this night with ſofter ſlumbers : 
To morrow, O to morrow !——ſleep, my Son 


And in prophetick dreams thy Fate be ſhown. 
CEx, Tire, Adralt. Eurid. Manto, Thebans; 


Manent Oed. Foc, Creon, Pyrac, Hem, Alcan. 


Oed, To bed, my Fair, my Dear, my beſt Foca/ta. 
After the toils of war, 'tis wondrous ſtrange 
Our loves ſhould thus be daſh'd. One moment's thought, 
And Il approach the arms of my belov'd. 
Foc, Conſume whole years in care, ſo now and then 
I may have leave to feed my famiſh'd eyes 'y 
With one ſhort paſſing glance, and ſigh my vows: 
This, and no more, my Lord, 1s all the paſſion 
Of languiſhing Focaita, [Exit. 
Oed. Thou lofteſt, ſweeteſt of the World ! good night, 
Nay, ſhe is beauteous too, yet, mighty Love! 
I never offer'd to obey thy Laws, 
But an unuſual chillneſs came upon me z 
An unknown hand ſtill check'd my forward joy, 
Daſh'd me with bluſhes, tho? no light was near: 
That ev'n the AR became a violation, 
Pyr. He's ſtrangely 43s tr 
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Oed. Hark ! who was that? Ha! Creos, did'ft thou call me? 
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Cre. Not I, my gracious Lord, nor any here. 
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Oc4. That's ſtrange | methought I heard a doleful voice 


Cry'd Oedipus.----The Prophet bad me ſleep , 

He talk'd of Dreams, and Viſions, and to morrow ! 
Pll muſe no more on't, come what will or can, 

My thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars ; 


And with thoſe thoughts Ill reſt: Cream, good night. 
Ex. with Hzman. 


Cre, Sleep ſeal your eyes, Sir, Eternal {leep. 

But ifhe muſt ſleep and wake again, O all 
Tormenting Dreams, wild horrours of the night, 
And Hags of Fancy wing him through the air ; 
From precipices hurl him headlong down ; 
Charybais roar, and dearh be ſet before him. 

Alc. Your Curles have already ta'ne effect , 
For he looks very (ad. 

Cre, May he be rooted, where he ftands, for ever ; 
His eye- balls never move, brows be unbear, 

His blood, his Entrails, Liver, heart and bowels, 
Be blacker than the place Lwiſh him, . Hell. 

Pyr. No more : you tear your (elf, but vex not him. 
Methinks 'twere brave this night to force the Temple, 
While blind Tirefir5 conjur2s up the Fiends, 

And pals the time with nice Earydtce. 

Alc. Try promiles, and threats, and if all fail, 
Since HelPs broke looſe, why ſhould not you be mad ? 
Raviih, and leaveher dead, with her Adrafos. 


Cre, Were the Globe mine, Id give a Province hourly 


For ſuch another thought, Luſt, and revenge ! 
To ſtab at once the oaly man I hate, 

And to enjoy the woman whom I love ! 

I ask no more of my auſpicious Stars, 

The relt as Fortune pleaſe ; ſo but this night 

She pl2y me fair, why, let her turn for ever. 


Evuter Hzmon. 


Hem, My Lord, thetroubled King is gone to reſt , 


Yet, cre he ſlepr, commanded me to clear 
The Antichambers : none muſt dare be near him - 
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O EFDIPUOS 
Cre. Hemon, you do your duty ;—— 

And we obey.——The night grows yet more dreadful ! 

'Tis juſt that all retire to their Gevotions 1 


The Gods are angry : but to morrow's dawn, 
If Prophets do not Iye, will make all clear, 


[45 they go off, 


Oedipus Enters, walking aſleep in his ſhirt, with « Dapger in 


his righs hand, and a Taper in his left, 


Oed, O, my Focaſta ! "ris for this the wet 
Starv'd Soldier lies all night oa the cold ground ; 
For this he bears the ſtorms | 
Of Winter Camps, and freezes in his Arms : 
To be thus circled, to be thus embrac'd , 
That I could hold thee ever !——Ha ! where art thou? 
What means this melancholly light, that ſeems 
The gloom of glowing embers ? 
The Curtain's drawn and ſee, ſhe's here again ! 
Focaſta? Ha ! what, fall'n aſleep ſo ſoon ? 
How fares my love ? this Taper will informme, 
Ha !. Lightning blaſt me, Thunder 
Rivet me ever to Prometheus Rock, 
And Vultures gnaw out my Inceſtuous heart, 
By all the Gods ! my Mother Merope ! 
My Sword, a Dagger , Ha, who' waits there? ſlaves, 
My Sword : what, Hemor, dar'ſt thou, Villain, ſtop me ? 
With thy own Ponyard periſh, Ha ! who's this? 
Or is't a change of Death ?. By all my Honars, 
New murder ; thou haſt {lain old Polybas : 
Inceſt and parricide, thy Father's murder'd ! 
Out thou infernal flame : now all is dark, 
All blind and diſmal, moſt triumphant miſchief ? 
And now while thus I ſtalk about the room, 
I challenge Fate to find another wretch 
Like Oedipus | [Thunder, &c. 


. Enter Jocaſta attended, with Lights, in 4 Night-gown, 


oed. Night, Horrour, Death, Confuſion, Hell, and Furies ! 


Wheream1? O, Focaſta, let me hold thee, 
| E z 
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Thus to my boſom, ages, let megraſp thee: 
All that the hardeſt temper'd weather'd fleſh, 
With fiercelſt humane Spirit inſpir'd, can dare 
Or do, I dare, but, oh you Pow'rs, this was 
By infinite degrees too much for man. 
Methinks my deafn'd ears 
Are burſt, myeyes, as if they had been knock'd 
By ſome tempeſtuous hand, thoot flaſhing hire : 
That ſleep ſhould do this ! 
Foc, Then my fears were true, 
Methought I heard your voice, and yet I doubted, 
Now roaring like the Ocean, when the winds 
Fight with the waves; now, in a ſtill (mall tone 
Your dying accents fell, as racking ſhips, 
After the dreadful yell, fink murmuring down, 
And bubble up a noile. 
Oed. Truſt me, thou Faireſt, beſt of all thy Kind, 
None ere in Dreams was tortur'd {o before, 
Yet what moſt ſhocks the nicenels of my temper, 
Ev'n far beyond the killing of my Father, 
And my own death, is, that this horrid fleep 
Daſh'd my ſick fancy with an act of Inceſt : 
I dreamt, Focaſts, that thou wert:my Mother ; 
Which, tho* impoſſible, ſo damps my Spirits, 
That I cou'd do a miſchief on my ſelf, 
Leſt I ſhould ſleep and Dream the like again. 
Foc. O, Oedipus, too well I underſtand you ! 
I know the wrath of Heav'n, the care of Thebes, 
The cries of its Inhabitants, war's toils, 
And thouſand other labours of the State, 
Are all referr'd to you, and ought to take you 
For ever from Focaſta. 
oed. Life of my life, and treaſure of my Soul, 
Herv'n knows Ilove thee. 
Foc. O, you think me vile, 
And ofan inclination ſo ignoble, | 
That I muſt hide me from your eyes for ever, ; 
Be witneſs, Gods, and ſtrike Focaſta dead, 
If an immodeſt thought, orlow delire | 
Iaflzm'd my breaſt, ſince firſt our Loves were lighted, 
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OEDIPUS. 


Oed, Oriſe, and add not, by thy cruel kindneſs, 
A grief more ſenſible than all my torments. 
Thou think'ſt my dreams are forg'd ; but by thy ſelf, 
The greateſt Oath, I ſwear, they are moſt true : 
But, be they what they will, Ihere diſmils 'em 
Begon, Chimeras, to your Mother Clouds, 
Is there a fault in us? Have we not ſearch'd 
The womb of Heav'n, examin'd all the Entrails 
Of Birds and Beaſts, and tir'd the Prophets Arr, 
Yet what avails ? he, and the Gods together, 
Seem like Phyſicians at a loſsto help us : 
Therefore, like wretches that have linger'd long, | 
Wee'll ſnatch the ſtrongeſt Cordial of our love z - 
To bed, my Fair. 

Ghoſt within, Ocaipns | 

Oed. Ha! whocalls? 
Did'ſt thou not hear a voice? 

Foc. Alas! I did. 

Ghoſt, Focaſta ! 

Foc, O my love, my Lord, ſupport me! 

Oed, Call louder, till you burſt your atery Forms : 
Reſton my hand. Thus, arm'd with innocence, 
[11 face theſe babling Demors of the air. 
In ſpight of Ghoſts, I'll on, 
Tho' round my Bed the Furies plant their Charms , 
PFIl break *em, with Focafta in my arms : 
Claſp'd in the folds of love, I'll wait mydoom , 
And act my joys, tho* Thunder ſhake the room, [EXCunt, 
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ACTHIL SCENEL 


A dark Grove, 


Enter Creon. 


Cre, * "FS better not to be, than to be unhappy. 
| Duo. What mean you by theſe words? 
- Cre. 'Tis better not. to be, than to be Crevp. 
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A thinking ſoul is puniſhment enough ; 
But when 'tis great, like mine,. and-wretched too, 
Then every thought draws blood; 
Div. You are not wretched 
Cre, Iam: my foul's ill married: to my body, 
I wou'd be young, be handſ{om, be belov'd-: 
Cou'd I but but breath my ſelfinto Adraſlus ——— 
Dio, You rave , call homeyour thoughts, 
Cre, I prithee let my ſoul take air awhile , 
Were ſhe in Oea;»us, I were a King , 
Then I had kill'd a Monſter, gain'd a.Battel , 
And had my Rival pris'ner , brave,brave actions « : 
Why have not I done theſe? | F \. 
Dio, Your fortune hinder'd. 
Cre, There's it : I have a ſoul to do 'emall : 
But fortune will have nothing done that's great, oe 
But by young handlome fools : Body and brawn 
Do all her work : Hercules was a fool, 
And ſtraight grew famous : ' a mad boiſtrous fool, 
Nay worle, a Womans fool. 
Fool is the ſtuff, of which Heav'n makes a Hero. 
Dio, A Serpent ne're becomes a flying Dragon, 
Till he has eat a Serpent. 
Cre. Goes it there ! 
I underſtand thee , I muſt kill Adra/tus, 
Dio. Or not enjoy your Miſtreſs : 
Eurydice and he are pris'ners here, 


But will not long be ſo : this tell rale Ghoſt 


e 


| Perhaps will clear 'em both, 


Cre, Well: *tis reſolv'd. 
Dio, The Princeſs walks this way , 


You muſt not meet;her, 
Till this be done. = Z 
Cre, I mult. | 


D#o, She hates your {ight : 
And more ſince you accus'd her, 
Cre, Urge it not. 
I cannot ſtay totell thee my delign , 
For ibe's too near, 


0#DIS0s 
. Enter Eurydice, 


. How, Madam, were your thoughts employ'd ! 
Esr. On death, and thee, 
Cre. Then were they not well ſorted : life and me 
Had beea the better match. 
Esr. No, I was thinking 
On two the moſt dereſted things in Nature : 
And they are death and thee, ; 


Cre, The thought of death to one near death is dread(i ul: 


O 'tis a fearful thing to be no more, 
Or if to be, .to wander after death ; 
To walk as ſpirits do, in Brakes all day , 
And when the darkneſs comes, to glide in paths 
That lead to Graves: andia the ſilent Vault, 
Where lyes your own pale ſhrowd, tohaver o're it, 
Striving to enter your forbidden Corps; 
And often, often, vainly breathe your Ghoſt 
Into your lifelels lips : 
Then, like a lone benighted Travellour 
Shut out from lodging, ſhall your groans be anſwer'd 
By whiſtling winds, whoſe every blafb will ſhake 
Your tender Form to Attoms, | 
Ear, Mult I be this thin Being ? and thus wander ? 
No quiet after death ! 
Cre, None : you muſt leave 
This beauteous body ; all this youth and freſhneſs 
Muſt be no more the objec of deſire, 
But a cold lumpof Clay ; | 
Which then your dilcontented Ghoſt will leave, 
And loath it's former lodging. 
This 1s the beſt of what comes after death, 
Ev'a to the beſt. | 
Eur. What then ſhall be thy lot ! 
Erernal torments, baths of boiling ſulphur : 
Viciflitudes of fires, and then of froſts ; 
And an old Guardian Fiend, ugly as thou art, 
To hollow in thy ears at every laſh, 
This for Eurydjce ; thele for her Adra/ss.. 
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Cre, For her Adraſtus ! 


03 1+ Ear, Yes , for her Adraſtas: 
b {tt For death ſhall ne*re divide us : death, what's death ! 
i t j Dio, You ſeem'd to fear it. 
i Lk I} Eur, But I more fear Creozx: ; 
YI of To take that hunch-back'd Monſter in my arms. 
| | '#) Th'excrelcence of a man. 
" Do. to Cre. See what yowve gain'd, 
WK) - Eur. Death only can be dreadtu! to the bad: 


I's  Toinnocence, *tis like a bug-beardreſs'd 
To fright'n Chuldren ; pull but off his Maſque 
"W4y" | And he'll appear a friend, | 
q: | Cre. You talk too {lightly 
| Of death and hell. Let me inform you better. 
Eur, You belt can tell the news of your own Country, 
Dio, Nay now you are too ſharp. 
Eur, Can be lo to one who has accus'd me 
Of murder and of parricide ? 
i Cre. You provok'd me : 
[4 | And yet I only did thus far accuſe you, 
18 | Asnextof bloodto Lajur : be advis'd, 
And you may live. | 
Eur, The means. 
Cre, 'T1s offer'd you. 
The Fool Adraſtus has accus'd himſelf, 
Eur, He has indeed, to take the guilt from me. 
Cre. He ſays he loves you , if he does, 'tis well : 
He ne're cou'd prove it 1n a better time. 


v6 Er, Thendeath muſt be his recompence for love ! 
it Cre. 'Tisa Fools juſt reward : 
4 | The wile can make a better uſe of life : 
i | But 'tis the young mans pleaſure , his ambition : 
{1 I grudge him not that favour, 


WW Eur, When he's dead, 
Where ſhall I find his equal ! 
Cre, Every-where, 
Fine empty things, like him, 
| The Court {warms with 'em. 
| Fine fighting things ; in Camps they are ſo commop, 
{ BW Crows feedon nothing elle : plenty of Fools ; 
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A glut of 'em in Thebes, 
And fortune ſtill takes care they ſhou'd be ſeen : 
She places *em aloft, o'th* topmoſt Spoke 


'Of all her Wheel : Fools are the daily work 


Of Nature ; her vocation: if the form - 

A man, the looles by*r, *tis too expenſive 

'Twou'd make ten Fools : A man's a Prodigy. 
Eur, That is a Creow : Othoublack detractor, 

Who ſpitt'it thy venom againſt Gods and man ! 

Thou enemy of eyes : 

Thou who lov'it nothing but what nothing loves, 

And that's thy ſelf : who haſt conſpir'd againſt 

My life and fame, to make me loath'd by all, 

And only fit for thee. 

But for Adra#tus death, good Gods, is death ! 


* What Curſe ſhall Tinvent? 


Dio. No more : he's here. 
Eur. He (hall be ever here, 


He who wou'd give his life z give uphis tune, ——— 


Enter Adraſtus. 


If all the Excellence of woman-kind 
Were mine ,——— No, 'ris too little all for him : 
Were I madeup of endleſs, endlels joyes. 
Adr. And (o thou art: 
The man wholoves like me, 
Wou'd:think ev'n Infamy, the worſt of ulls, 
Were cheaply purchait, were thy love the price : 
Uncrown'd, a Captive, nothing left, but Honour 
'Tis the laſt thing a Prince ſhou'd throw away ; 
But when the ftorm grows loud, and threatens love, 
Throw ev*n that over-baard, for Love's the Jewel ; 
And laſt it muſt bekepr. 
Cre, to Dio, Work him beſure 
To rage, he's paſſionate 


| Make him th' Aggreſſor.. 


Do, O falſe love, falſe honour. 

Cre, Diſſembled both, and falſe ! 

. Har, Dar'ſt thou fay this to me ? 
F 
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Cre, To you ; why what are you, that [ ſhould fear you ? 


I am not Zjus: Hear me, Prince of Argos, 


You give what's nothing, when you give your honour ; 


Tis gone z *tis loſt in battel. For your love, 
Vows made in wine are not fo falle as that : 
You kill'd her Father , you confels'd you did: 


A mighty argument to prove your paſſion tothe Daughter, 
Avaſt. aſtde. Gods, muſt I bear this brand, and not retort 


The lye to his foul throat ! 
Dto, Baſely you kilPd him. 


Air, afide, O, I burn inward : my blood's all o'fire. 


Alcides, when the poilon'd ſhirt ſate cloſeſt, 
Hd but an Ague fit to this my Feaver, 
Yet, for Eurydzce, even this I'lluffer, 


To free my love. —— Well then, I kill'd him baſely. 


Cre, Fairly, I m (ure, you cou'd not. 
Dio, Nor alone. 


Cre, You had your tellow-Thieves about you, Prince ; 


They conquer'd; and you kill'd, 
Aar, afde, Down ſwelling heart |! 


'Tis for thy Princeſs all — O- my Zuryazre !— 


[To her, 


Enryd, to him, Reproach not thus the weakneſs of my Sex, 


As if I cou'd not bear a ſhameful death, 
Rather thin {ce you-burden'd with a Crime 
Ot which I know you free. 

Cre, You du ill, Madam, 


To let vour head-long Love triumph o're Nature : 


Dare you detend your Fathers Murderer ? 
Eur, You know he kilPd him not. 
Cre, Let him fay fo. 
Dio, See heſtands mute. 


Cre. O pow'r of Conſcience, ev'n in wicked men ! 


{t works, it (tings, 1t will not let him utter 
Oe (yllable, one no to clear himſelf 
From the moſt baſe, deteſted; horrid at 
Thate'recou'd ſtain a Villain, not a Prince, 
Aar, Ha ! Villain. 
Dio. Eccho to him Groves: cry Villain, 
Aar, Let meconlider ! did I murther Zajvs, 


{IJ 
F 
«. 


OEDIPU x. 


Thus like a Villain ? 
Cre. Beſt revoke ycur wcrds z 
And fay you kill'd him nor. 
Ady, Not like a Villain , prithee change me that 


For any other Lye. 

Dio, No, Villain, Villain. 

(Cre. You kill'd him not-! proclaim your innocence, 
Accule the Princeſs: So I knew 'twou'd be, 

Aar. I thank thee, thou inſtru&'ſt me: 


No matter how 1 killd him. 
Cre, aſide, Cool'd again. + 
Eur. Thou, who ulurp'ſt the ſacred name of Conſcience, 
Did not thy own declare him innocent ; 
To me declare him ſo ? The King ſhall know it, 
Cre, You will not be believ'd, for I'll torſwear it. 
Eur, What's now thy Conſcience ? 
Cre, *Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my ſupple Glove, 
My upper Garment, to put on, throw off, 
As I think beſt : *Tis my obedient conſcience. 


Adr, Infamous wretch ! | 
Cre, My Conſcience ſhall not dome the ill office 


To ſave a Riyals life ; when thou art dead, 

(As dead rhou ſhalt be, or be yet more bale 

Than thou think'ſt me, | 

By forfeiting her life, to ſave thy own. - —-) 

Know this, and let it grate thy very Soul, 

She ſhall be mine : (the 1s, if Vows were binding z) 

Mark me, the fruit of all thy faith and paſſion, 

Ev'n of thy fooliſh death, ſhall all be nune. 
Aadr, Thine, fſay'ft thou, Monſter  - 

Shall my love be thine? 

O, Ican bear no more ! 

Thy cunning Engines, have with labour rais'd 

My heavy anger, like a mighty weight, 

To fall and path thee dead. 


Sce here thy Nuptials , ſee, thou raſh 7xion, Draws, 


Thy promis'd Fo vaniſh'd 1n a Cloud ; 
And in her room avenging Thunder row1s 
To blaſt thee thus — Come both, — 
Cre, *Tis what I wilhd ! 
F 2 


[Both Draw, 
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Now ſee whole Arm can lanch the ſurer bolt, 
And who's the better Fove, 
Enr. Help ; Murther, help / 


36 OEDIPYVUS. 


CLOS IS ALIEN Lo 


[ Fight, 


Enter Hzmon ana Guards, run betrrixt them and veat aown 


their Sworas. 


Hem. hold ; hold your impious hands : Ithink the Furies, 
To whom this Grove 15 hallow'd, have in(pir'd you : 


Now, by my ſoul, the holieſt earth of Thebes 


You have profan'd with war. Nor Tree, nor Plant 


Grows here, but what is ted with Magick Juice, 
All full of humane Souls , that cleave their barks 


To dance at Midnight by the Moons pale beams : 


At leaſt two hundred years theſe reverend Shades 


Have known no blood, but of black Sheep and Oxen, 


Shed by the Prieſts own hand to Proſerpize. 


Aar. Forgive a Strangers ignorance: Iknew not 


The honours ot the place, 
Hem, Thou, Creoz, didit, 


Not Oeaipns, were all his Foes here lodg'd, 


Durſt violate the Religion of theſe Groves, 
To touch one lingle hair : but muſt, unarm'd, 
Parle as in Truce, or ſurlily avoid 
What moſt he long 'd to kill. 
Cre, I drew not firlt , 
But in my own detence. 
Aar. ] was provok'd, 
Beyond Man's patience : all reproach cou'd urge 
Was us'd to kindle one not apt to bear. 


Hem. "Tis Oeaipus, notl, muſt judge this At: 


Lord Creon, you and Dzoc/es retire : 
Tireſias, and the Brother-hood of Prieſts, 
Approach the place : None at thele Rites aſh, 
Bur you th' accus'd, who by the mouth of L1jus 
Muſt be abloly'd or doom'd. 

Aar, I bear my fortune, 

Eur, And I provoke my tryal. 

Hem. Tis at hand. 
For ſee the Prophet comes with Vervia crown'd, 
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The Prieſts with Yeugh, a venerable band , 


We leave you to the Gods, 
CEx, Hzmon with Creon and Diocles. 


Enter Tirelias, ed by Manto : The Prieſts follow, all cloathed 
| in long black Habits, 


Tir. Approach, ye Lovers , | 
Pll-fated Pair / whom, ſeeing not, I know : 

This day your kigdly Stars in Heav'n were join'd : 
When lo, an envious Planet interpos'd, 
And threaten'd both with death : I fear, I fear. 

Eur. Is there no God lo much a friend to love, 
Who can controle the malice of our fate ? 

Are they all deaf? or have the Gyants Heay'n ? 

Tir. The Gods are juſt, —— 

But how can Finite meaſure Infinite ? 

Reaſon / alas, it does not know it ſelf ! 

Yet Man, vain Man, wou'd with this ſhort-lin'd Plummer, 
Fathom the vaſt Abyſle of Heav*nly juſtice. 

What ever 1s, is 1n it's caules juſt , 

Since all things are by Fate. But pur-blind Man 

Sees but a part o'th* Chain , the neareſt links ; 

His eyes not carrying to that equal Beam 

That pI1zes all above. 

Eur, Then we muſt dye ! 

Tir. The danger's imminent this day. 

Aar, Why then there's one day leis for humane ills : 
And who wou'd moan himſelf, for ſuffering that, 
Which in a day muſt paſs ? ſomething, or nothing—— 
I thall be what I was again, betorc 
I was Aarafus , 
Penurious Heav'n canft thou not add a night 
To our one day , give mea night with her, 
And Pl give all the reſt, 

Tir, She broke her vow 
Firlt made to Creca : but the timecalls on : 
And Ljzs dearth muſt now be made more plain, 
How loth I ain to have recourſe to Rites 
So full of horrour, that I once rejoice 
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' Iwantthe uſe of Sight, ——- 
1 Pr, The Ceremonies ſtay, | | 

Tir. Chulethe darkeſt part o'th' Grove, : 

Such as Ghotts at noon-day love, 
Dig a Trench, and dig it nigh 
Where the bones of Lajxs lye, 
Altars rais'd of Turt or Stone, 
Will th' Infernal Pow 'rs have none, 
Anlwer ms, 1t this be done ? 

All Pr. *T1is done. 

Ttr. Is the Sacrifice made fit ? 
Draw her backward to the pit : 
Draw the barrca Heyfer back , 
Barren let her be and black, 

Cur the curled har that grows 

Full betwixt her horns and brows : 
And turn your faces from the Sun : 
Anlwer me, it this be done ? | 

Al Pr. *'T1s done. 

Tir. Pour in blood, and blood like wine, 
To Mother Earth and Proſerpize : k 
Mingle Milk 1ato the ſtream ; 
Fealt the Gholts thar love the ſteam 
Snatcha brand from tuncral pile ; 
Tols it in to make 'em boil ; mg lt 
*- And turn your taces from the Sun y 
Aniwer me, it all be done ? 

A!l pr. All 4s done, 
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[Peal of Thunder ; and flaſhes of 13 7 htnins ; 
then groaning below the Stage, ; 

Aſ:nto. O, what Laments are thoſe? 

Tir, The groans of Ghoſts, that cleave the Earth with pain : k 
And heave it up: they pautand {tick half way, 

| [The Stage wholly darkw'd. 

Attn, And now a ſudden darkneſs covers all, 
True genuine Night : Night added to the Groves ; 
The Fogs are blown full in the face of Heav'n. 

Tir. AmT but halt obey'd : Infernal Gods, 

Muſt you have Muſick roo? then tune your voices, 
And let'em have tuch ſounds as Hell ne're heard 
Since Orphens brib'd the Shades, 


Auſick firſt ._ Thes S177. 


I. Heay, ye ſullen Pow'rs below : 
Hear, ye taskers of the dead, 
2, Tox that boiling Cauldrons blow, 
You that ſcum the molten Lead, 
3. You that pinch with Rea. hot Tongs ; 
i. Yoz that drive the trembling hoſts 
Of poor, poor Ghoſts, 
with your S harpen'd Pronos ; 
2. You that thruſt 'em off the Brim. 
3. Yoa that plange 'em when they Swim : 
I. Till they drown ; 
Till they vo 
On 4 row 4; . 
Down, down, dow? EY 
Ten thouſand thouſand, thouſand fadoms low, 
Chorus. Ti! they drown, &Cc. 
1. Muſick for a while 
Shall your cares beouile : 
Wwondriny how your pains were eas'd, 
2. And diſdaining to be pleas'd , 
3. Till Alecto free the dead 
From their eternal banas ; 
Till the ſnakes drop from her bead, 
Ana whip from oat her hands. 
I. Come away 
Do not ſtay, 
But obey 
while we play, 
Poy Heli"s broke up, and Ghiſts have holy-day, 
Chorus. Come _ &Cc, 4 by 
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1 Leus! 2 Lajus! 3 Lajus ! 
1 Hear | 2 Hear! 3 Hear ! 
Tir. Heay and appear : 
By the Fates that [pw thy thread ; 
Cho, hich are three, 
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Thijs to be ſet 


throuzh, 


CA flaſh of Lightning : the Stage is 
made bright , and the Ghoſts are 
ſeen paſling betwixt the Trees. 
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Tir. By the Furies fierce, and area ! 
Cho, which are three, 
Tir. By the Fuages of the aca! 
Cho. which are three, 
Three times three | 
Tir. By Hells blew flame : 
By the Stygian Lake : 
Ana by Demogorgon's xame, 
At which Ghoſts qua te, 
Hear ana appear. | 
[ The Ghoſt of Lajus riſes arm'd in his Chariot, as 
he was \\ain. And behind his Chariot, ſit 
the three who were Murder d with him, 
Ghoſt of L1jus, Why haſt thou drawn me from my pains below, 
To luffer worle above : to lee the day, 
And Thebes more hated ? Hell is Heav'n to Thebes. 
For pity ſend me back, where I may hide, 
In willing night, this Igaomintons head : 
In Hell I thun the publick (corn, and then 
They hunt me for their ſport, and hoot me as I fly : 
Behold ev'n now they grin at my gor'd ſide, 
And chatter at my wounds, 
Tir, Ipity thee: FE 
Tell but why Thebes is for thy death accurſt, 
And Il unbind the Charm. 
Ghoſt. O ſpare my ſhame. 
Tir. Arethele two innocent ? 
Ghoſt, Of my death they are. 
But he who holds my Crown, Oh, muſtI ſpeak ! 
Was doom'd to do what Nature moſt abhors. 
The Gods foreſaw it ; and forbad his being, 
Before he yet was born, Ibroke their laws, 
And cloath'd with fleſh his pre-exiſting ſoul, 
Some kinder pow'r, too weak for deſtiny, 
Took pity, and indu'd his new form'd Maſs 
With Temperance, Juſtice, Prudence, Fortitude, 
And every Kingly vertue : but in vain. 
For Fate, that ſent him hood-winckt tothe world, 
Perform'd its work by his miſtaking hands. 
Asks thou who murder'd me ? 'twas Oedipus: 
Who ſtains my Bed with Inceſt ? Oedipus : 


OEDIPUS, Fry 


For whom then are you curſt, but Oedipes | 


He comes z the Parricide : I cannot bear him : "wp | 


My wounds ake at him : Oh his murd'rous breath 

Venoms my alery ſubſtance ! hence with him, | 

Baniſh him ; ſweep him out z the Plague he bears | | 
Will blaſt your fields, and mark his way with rnine, , ' 
From Thebes, my Throne, my Bed, lethim be driv'n ; 


Do you forbid him Earth, and Ill forbid him'Heavn. 
_- [Ghoſt deſcenas, 


Exter Oedipus, Creon, Hzmon, &c. 


 Ocd, What's this ! methought ſome peſtilential blaſt 
Strook me juſt entring ; and ſome unſeen hand | 
Struggled to puſh me backward ! tell me why 
My hair ſtands briſtling up, why my fleſh trembles ! 
You ſtare at me ! then Hell has been among ye, 
And ſome lag Fiend yet lingers i the Grove. 

Tir. What Omen ſaw thou entring ? 

Oea, A young Stork, 
That bore his aged Parent on his back g . 
Till weary with the weight, he ſhook him off, 
And peck'd out both his eyes, 

Ar. Oh, Ozaipus | 

Eur, Oh, wretched Ocaipns ! 

Tir, O ! Fatal King ! 

Ocd, What mean theſe Exclamations on my name ? 
I thank the Gods, no ſecret thoughts reproach me: 
No : I dare challenge Heav'n to turn me outward, 
And thake my Soul quite empty 1n your ſight, 
Then wonder not that I can bear unmov'd 
Thele fix'd regards, and filent threats of eyes : 
A generous herceneſs dwells with innocence 
And conſcious vertue 1s allow d ſome pride. 


Tir, Thou know'ſt not what thou ſay'(t. | 


Oed, What mutters he ! tell me, Emurydice : 


Thou ſhak'it : thy ſouls a Woman. Speak, Adraſtus ; E 


And boldly as thou met'ſt my Armsin fight , 


Dar'ſt thou not ſpeak, why then *tis bad indeed: 5 


Tireſies, thee I ſummon by thy Prieſthood, 
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Tell me what news from Hell : where Zajus points, 


And who's the guilty head! 
Tir. Let me not an(wer. 
Ocd. Be dumb then, and betray thy native ſoil 
To farther Plagues. 
Tir, I dare not name him to thee. 
Ocd. Dart thou converle with Hell, and: canſt thou fear 
An humane name !- | | 
Tir. Urge me no more to tell a thing, which known 
Wou'd make thee more unhappy : *twall be found 
Tho' I am filent. : 
Ocd, Old and obſtinate ! Then thou thy ſelf 
Art Author or Accomplice of this murther, 
And ſhun the Juſtice, which by publick ban 
Thou haſt incurr'd. 
Tir, O, it the guilt were mine 
It were not half ſo great : know, wretched man, 
Thou onely, thou art guilty ; thy own Curle 
Falls heavy on thy (clt. 
Oed, Speak this again : 
But (peak it to the Winds when they are loudeſt : 
Or to the raging Seas, they'll hear as ſoon, 
And ſooner will believe. 
Tir. Then hear me Heav'n, 
For bluſhing thou haſt (cen 1t : hear me Earth, 
Whoſe hollow womb cou'd not contain this murder, 
But ſent it back to light : and thou Hell, hear me, 
Whole own black Seal has *hrar'd this horrid truth, 
Oedipus murther'd Lajns, | 
O:a, Rot the tongue, | 
And blaſted be the mouth that ſpoke thatlye. 
Thou blind of {ighr, but thou more blind of {oul, 
T:ir. Thy Parents thought not lo, 
Oca, Who were my Parents ? 
Tir, Thou ſhalt know too ſoon.” 
Oea, Why ſeek I truth from thee? 


"The (miles of Courtiers, and the Harlots tears, 


The Tradeiſmans oaths, and mourning of an Hear, 

Are truths to what Prieſts tell. 

O hy has Prieſt-hood priviledge to lye, 

And yct to be believ'd ! ——thy age protects thee@_— Tir. 
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Tir. Thou canſt not kill me ; 'tis not in thy Fate, 
As 'twas to kill thy Father , wed thy Mother ; 
And beget Sons, thy Brothers. 
Oed. Riddles, Riddles ! | 
Tir. Thou art thy ſelf a Riddie , a perplext 2 
Obſcure «Anigma, which when thou unty't, [ [4 
Thou ſhalt be found and loſt, 
Oed, Impoſlible ! | | | 
Aaraſtus, ſpeak, and as thou art a King, | 
Whoſe Royal word is ſacred, clear my fame. : I 
Adr. Wou'd I cou'd ! | 
oed, Ha, wilt thou not : can that Plebeian vice 4 
Oflying mount to Kings ! can they be tainted ! | h © 4 
Then truth is loſt on earth. #3 
Cre. The Cheats too grols : i. 1 
Adraſtus is his Oracle, and he, 
The pious Juggler, but Aadr4ſius Organ. 
oe. Tis plain, the Prieſt's ſuborn'd to free the Pris'ner, 


Cre. And turn the guilt on you. 
Oed, O, honeſt Creop, how haſt thou been bely'd ? 


Eur, Hear me. 
Cre, She's brib'd to {ave her Lover's life. 
Aar, If Oedipus thou think'ſt ——-  ( 
Cre, Hear him not (peak, 
Aar. Then hearthele holy men. 
Cre. Prieſts, Prieſts all brib'd, all Pricfts. 
Oed. Adraſtus I have found thee : 
The malice of a vanquiſh'd man has ſeiz'd thee, 
Aar, It Envy and not Truth 
Oed, Tl hear no more : away with him. © 
[Hamon rakes him off by force: Creon and Eurydice follow; 
To Tir, Why ſtand'{t thou here, Impoſtor ! 
So old, and yet ſo wicked, ——lye for gain ; 
And gain fo ſhort as age can promile thee! 
Tir. So ſhort a time as TI have yet to live 
Exceeds thy pointed hour ; Remember Zjus : 
No more ; if e're we meet again, 'twill be 
In Mutual darkneſs , we ſhall feel before us 


To reach each others hand ;' Remember Lajus. = 
[Ex. Tireſias ; Prieſts follow, 7 
[:* 
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Ocaipns Solus, 
Rememember Zajus ! that's the burden ſtill : 
Murther, and Inceſt ! but to hear 'em nam'd 
My Soul ſtarts in me: the good Sentinel 
Stands to her Weapons ; takes the firſt Alarm 
To Guard me from ſuch Crimes, —Did I kill Lajus ? 
Then I walk'd ſleeping, in ſome frightful dream, 
My Soul then ſtole my Body out by night , 
And brought me back to Bed ere Morning-wake. 
It cannot be ev'n this remoteſt way, 
But ſome dark hint would,juſtle forward now ; 
And goad my memory.——Oh my Feca//a! 


Enter Jociſta, 


Foc, Why are you thus diiturb'd ? 
Oead, Why, would'it thou think it? 
No leſs than Murcher ? - | 
Foc, Murder! what of Murder ? 
Oead, Is Murder then no more ? add Parricids, 
And Inceſt ; bear not theſe a frightful ſound ? 
Foc, Alas ! 
Oed, How poor a pity is Alas 
For two ſuch Crimes /——was LZajus us'd tolye ? 
Foc, Oh no : the molt fincere, plain, honeſt man, — 
One who abhorr'd a lye. 
oed. Thenhe has got that Quality in Hell, 
He charges me——but why accule I him ? 
I did not hear him ſpeak it : they accule me 
ThePrieſt, Adraſius, and Euryaice, 
Of Murdering Zaj«s----Tell me, while I think on'r, 
Has old Trreftas practis'd long this Trade ? 
Foc, What Trade ? 
oed, Why, this foretelling Trade. 
Foc, . For many years, | 
Oed, Has he before this day accus'd me ? 4 
Foc. Never, of: 
oed, Have you e're this inquir'd, who did this Murder ? 
Foc. Otren , but ſtill in vain, 
oed, Iam latisfy'd. 
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Then 'cis an infant-lye ; but one day old. 
The Oracle takes place before the Prieſt , 
The blood of Z4jus was to Murder Ljus : 
Fm not of Z4j«s's blood, 

oc, Ev*a Oracles 
Are always doubtful, and are often forg'd : 
L+j«s had one, which never was fulhll'd, 
Nor ever can be now ! 

ocd, And what foretold it ? 

Foc. That he ſhou'd have a Son by me, fore-doom'd 
The Murderer of his Father : true indeed, 
A Son was born ; but, to prevent that Crime, : 
The wretched Intant of a guilty Fate, 

Bor'd through hits untry'd teet, and bound with cords, 
On a b!:ak Mount iin, naked was expos'd- 
The King hin'elt 1d many, many years, 
And found « uitte.ent Fate z by Robbers Murder'd, 
Where three ways meet : yet theſe are Oracles ; 
- And this the Faith we owe 'em. 
Oed. Sayit thouz Woman ? 
By Hcav'n thou haſt awakn'd ſomewhat in mo, 
That thakes my very Soul ! 

Foc, What, new diſturbance ! 

0:a, Methought thou ſaid'ſt,—( or dol dream thou (aid'ſt it !) 
- This Murder was on Z4j-s perſon done, * 

Where three ways meet ? 

Foc, So common Fame reports, 

Oed, Wou'd it had ly'd. 

Foc, Why, good my Lord ?. 

Oed. No queſtions : | 
'Tis buſie time with me ; diſpatch mine firſt , 

Say where, where was 1t done ! 

Foc, Mean you the Murder ? 

Oed. Coud'it thou not anſwer without naming Murder ? 

For, They lay 1n Phocide , on the Verge that parts it 
From Dawlia, and from Delphes, | 
Oed, So !——How long ! when happen'd this ! 

Foc, Some little time before you came to Thebes, 
Oed., What will the Gods do with me ! 
Foc, What means that thought ? 
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VEDITFT US. 
oed, Sometlung : but 'tis not yet your turn to ask : 
How old was L4jus, what his ſhape, his ſtature, 
His action, and his meen? quick, quick, your anſwer— 
F oc, Big made he was, and tall: his port was fierce, 
Erect his countenance: Manly Majeſty 
Sate in his tront, and darted from his eyes, 
Commanding all he viewed: his hair juſt grizled, 
As in a green old age: bate but his years, 
You are his picture, 


Foc. So I have often told you. 
Oed. True, you have, 
Add that tothe reſt : how was the King 
Attended when he travel['d ? _ 
. Foc. By four Servants : 
He weat out privately. 
Oed. Well counted ſtill : 
One ſcap'd I hear , what ſince became of him ? 

Foc, When he beheld you firſt, as King in Thebes, 
He knceel'd, and trembling beg'd I wou'd diſmiſs him: 
He had my leave ; and now he lives retir'd. 

oed, This Man muſt be produc'd ; he muſt, Foca/ta, 

Foc, He ſhall —yet have leave to ask you why? 

ocd. Yes, you ſhall know : for where ſhould I repoſe 
The anguith of my Soul; but in your breaſt ! 

I need not tell you Corznth claims my birth , 
My Parents, Ps/ybus and —_— 
Two Royal Names ; their oaly Child am I. 
It happen'd once ; 'twas at a Bridal Feaſt, 
One warm with W1ze, told me I was a Foundling, 
Not the Kings Son, I ſtung with this reproach, 
Strook him : my Father, heard of it: the Man 
Was made ask pardon ; and the buſineſs huſh'd. 
Foc. *Twas lomewhat odd. ' 
oed. And ſtrangely it perplext me. 
I ſtole away to De/phos, and implor'd 
The God, to tell my certain Parentage. 
He bade me ſeek no farther: ——*twas my Fate 
/ To kill my Father, and pollute his Bed, 
. By marrying her who bore me. 


Oed, aſiae. Pray Heav'n he drew me not? aml his picture ? 
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Foc, Vain, vain Oracles ! Dp ! 
Oed, But yet they frighted me ; ; 
I lookt on Corinth as a place accurſt, : | 
Relolv'd my deſtiny ſhould wait 1n vain , 
And never catch me there, 
Foc, Too nice afear, | 
oed, Suſpend your thoughts ; and flatter not too {oon, 
Juſt in the place you nam'd, where three ways meet, | = 
And near that time, five perſons I encounter'd, | | 
One was toolike, (Heav'n grant it prove not him) 
Whom you deſcribe for Zajes: inſolent 
And fierce they were, as Menwho liv'd on ſpoil, 
I judg'd 'em Robbers, and by force repell'd 
The force they us'd: In ſhort, four men I flew : 
The fifth upon his knees demanding Life, 
My mercy gave it.---bring me comfort now, 
IfI flew Zajus, what can be more wretched ! 
From Thebes and you my Curle has baniſh'd me : 
From Corinth Fate, 
Foc, Perplex not thus your mind , 
My Husband fell by Multitudes oppreſt, 
So Phorbas (aid : this Band you chanc'd to meet , 
And murder'd not my Zajus, but reveng'd him. 
Oed, There's all my hope: Let Phorbas tell me this, 
And 1ſhall live again !/——— 
To you, good Gods, I make my laſt appeal , 
Or clear my Vertues or my Crime reveal : 
If wandring in the maze of Fate I run, 
And backward trod the paths I ſought to ſhun, 
Impute my Errours to your own Decree, 
My hands are guilty , but my heart is free. [Ex,Ambo, 
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ACTIV. SCENE I. 


Pyracmon, Creon, 


I. 
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Pyr, OME bufineſs of import that Triumph wears 
You ſeem to go with ; nor is it hard to guels 
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When you are pleas'd, by a malicious joy : | 
Whoſe Red and Fiery Beams caſt through your Viſage 
A glowing pleaſure. Sure you {mile revenge, 

And I cou'd gladly hear 

- Cre, Would'{t thou believe. 

This giddy hair-braind King, whom old Tireſias 

Has Thunder-ſtrook, with heavy accuſation, 

Tho” conſcious of no 1award guilt, yet fears ; 

He fears Foca/ta, tears himlelt, his ſhadow ; 

He fears the multitude , and, which is worth 

An Age of laughter, out of all mankind, 

He chules me to be his Orator : 

Swears that Aaraſius, and thelean-look'd Prophet, 
Are joint-conſpiratorsz and with me to 

Appeale the raving Thebaxs ; which I ſwore 
To do. 

Pyr. A dangerous undertaking z 
Directly oppolite to your pwn intereſt, 

Cre. No, dull Pyracmon; when Lleft his preſence 
With all the Wings with which revenge could imp 
My ſight. I 819d the midit o'th' Cyty ; 

There, {tanding on a Pile ofdead and dying, 

I to the mad and ſickly multitude, 

With interrupting lubs, cry'd out, O Thebes, 
O wretched Theves, thy King, thy Oedipus, 
This barbarous ſtranger, this Ulurper, Monſter, 
Is by the Oracle, the wile Tireſeas, 

Proclaim'd the murderer of thy Royal Zajas : 
Focaſta too, no longer now my Siſter, 

Is tound complotter in the horrid deed. 

Here I genounce all tye of Blood and Nature, 
For thee, O Thebes, dear Thebes, poor bleeding Thebes, 

And there I wept, and then the Rabble how!'d, 

And roar'd, and with a thouland Antick mouths 
Gabbled revenge. Revenge was all the cry, 

Pyr. This cannot fail : I tee you on the Throne z 
And 0-aivns calt ont, | 

Cre, Then (trait came on 
Alcanitcy, with a wild and beilowing Croud, 
Whom he hid wrought , I whilper'd him to join, 
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And head the Forces while the heat was in *em : 

- So tothe Palace I return'd, to meet : 

; The King, and greet him with another ſtory, 
Þut (ee, he Enters, 45 


b. P 
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Enter Oedipus, Jocaſta, attended, +», 0 | 


Oed, Said you that Phorbes is return'd, and yet | | 
Intreats he may return, without being ask'd | = 
Of ought concerning what we have diſcover'd ? F 

Foc, He ſtarted when I told him your intent, - 
Replying, what he knew of that affair | 
I VVould give no ſatisfa&ion to the King ; |. | 
; Then, falling on his knees, begg'd, as tor life, - 
F To be diſmi[s'd from Court : He trembled too, | { 
: As if Convullive death had ſerz'd upon him, | A 3 

And ſtammer'd 1n his abrupt Pray'r fo wildly, = 

That had he been the Es of Lajus, = 
2 Guilt and deſtraQtion could not have ſhook him more. 

by Oed. By your deſcription, ſure as plagues and death 
| Lay waſte our Thebes, ſome deed that ſhuns the light 
j Begot thole fears: It thou reſpe&t'ſt my peace, | 
Secure him, dear Focaſta, for my Genius 

Shrinks at his name. 

Foc, Rather let him go: | 

So my poor boding heart would.have it be, 
VVithout a reaſon, 
Oed. Hark, the Thebans come ! 
Therefore retire : and, once more, if thou lov'ft me, 
4 Let Phorhas be retain'd. 
1 Foc, You ſhall, while 
x Have life, be ſtill obey'd : 
Z In vain you footh me with your ſoft indearments; 
+ And ſet the faireſt Countenance to view, F 
Yourgloomy eyes, my Lord, betray a deadneſs i 
And inward languithing : that Oracle 
Eats like a ſubtil Worm it's venom'd way, 2 
Preys on your heart, and rots the noble Core, | j 
How-e're the beauteous out-ſide ſhews ſo lovely. 
Oed, O, thou wilt kill me with thy Love's exceſs! f 
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js OEDIPUS. 

All, all is well, retire, the Thebans come, D 
Ghoſt, Oedipus | © Ons 

_ oead. Ha ! again that ſcream of woe ! 

Thrice havel heard, thrice ſince the morning dawn'd 

It hollow'd loud, as if my Guardian Spirit 

Calfd from ſome vaulted Manſion, Oedipus ! 

Or is it but the work of melancholly ? 

When the Sun lets, ſhadows, that ſhew'd at Noon 

' But (mall, appear moſt long and terrible, 

So when we think Fate hovers o're our heads, 

Our apprehenſions thoot beyond all bounds, 

Owls, Ravens, Crickets ſeem the watch of death, 

Nature's worlt Vermine {care her God-like Sons, 

Ecchoes, the very leavings of a Voice, 

Grow babling Ghoſts, and call us to our Graves : 

Each Molc-hull thought ſwells to a huge Olympns, 

While we tantaſtick dreamers heave and puff, 

And (weat with an Immagination's weight ; 

As if, like Az/as, with theſe mortal Shoulders 

We could luitain the burden of the World. 

| [Creon comes forward. 
Cre. O, Sacred Sir, my Royal Lord -— 
Ocd, What now ? 

Thou ſeemvlt zffrighted at ſome dreadful ation, 

Thy breath comes thort, thy darted eyes are fixt 

On me for aid, as it thou wert purſu'd: 

I ient-thee to the Thebaxs, ipeak thy wonder , 

Fear not, this Palace is a Sanctuary, 

The King himſlelf's thy Guard. 
Cre. For me, alas, 

My lite's not worth a thought, when weigh'd with yours ! 

But fly, my Lord, fly as your lite is ſacred, 

Your Fate is precious to your faithful Creoz, 

Who therefore, on his knees, thus proſtrate begs 

You would remove from Thebes that Vows your ruine, 

Whea 7 but offer*d at your innocence, 

They gither'd Stones, and menac'd me with Death, 

And drove me through the Streets, with 1mprecations 

Againſt yourſacred Perſon, and thoſe Traytors 

Which jultity'd your Guilt : which curs'd Tzreſias | 

E Told, 


Told, as from Heav'n, was caule of their deſtruction; 

' oed. Riſe, worthy Cyreon, haſte and take our Guard, 

Rank *em in equal part upon the Square, 

Then open every Gate of this our Palace, | 

And let the Torrent in. Hark, 1t comes, [Showt. 
I hear *em roar : begon, and break down all 


The dams that would oppole their furious paſſage; 
[Ex. Creon with Guards, 


Enter Adraſtus, his Sword drawn, 


Aar, Your City 
Is all ih Arms, all bent to your deſtruction : 
I hexrd but now, where I was cloſe confin'd, 
A Thundring ſhout, which made my Jaylors vaniſh, 
Cry, Fire the Palace z where's the cruel King ? 
Yet, by th' Infernal Gods, thoſe awful Pow'rs 
That have accus'd you, which theſe ears have heard, 
And theſe eyes ſeen, I muſt believe you guiltlels ; 
For, ſince I knew the Royal Oedipus, * 
I have obſerv'd in all his as ſuch truth 
And God-like clearneſs , that to the laſt guſh 
Of bloud and Spirits, I'll defend his life, 
And here have Sworn to periſh by his ſide. 
Oecd, Be witneſs, Gods, how near this touches me, 
[Embracing him, 
O what, what recompence can glory make ? 
| Aar., Defend your innocence, ſpeak like your ſelf, 
And awe the Rebels with your dauntleſs virtue, 
But, hark ! the Storm comes nearer, 
oea, Let it come. 
The force of Majeſty is never known 
But 1n a general wrack : Then, then is Teen 
The difference *twixt a Threſhold and a Throne. 


Fnter Creon, Pyracmon, Alcander, Tireſias, Thebans! 


Alc. Where, where's this cruel King ? Thebans, behold 
There ſtands your Plague, the ruine, deſolation ” 


Of this unhappy ſpeak , ſhall I kill him? | 
H 2 ; Or 
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Or ſhall he be caft out to Baniſhment ? 

All Theb, To Baniſhment, away with him. 

Oed, Hence, you Barbarians, to your laviſh diſtance 
Fix to the Earth your {ordid looks , for he 
Who ſtirs, Jares more then mad-men, Fiends, or Furies : 
Who dares to tace me, by the Gods, as well 
May brave the Majeſty of Thundring Fove, 
Did I tor this relieve you when belieg'd 
By this fierce Prince, when coop'd within your Walls, 
And to the very brink of Fate reduc'd , 
When lean-jaw'd Famine made more havock of you 
Than does the Plague ? But I rejoyce I know you, 
Know the bale {tutk that temper'd your vile Souls : 
The Gods be prais'd, I nceded not your Empire, 


Nor ſhall the Scepter of the Earth now win me 
Torule (uch Brutes, ſo barbarcus a People, 
Aar, Methinks, my Lord, I ſee a fad repentance, 
A general conſternation ſpread among 'em. 
Oed, My Reign 1s at an end ; yet e're I fnith—— 
P11 do a jultice that becomes a Monarch, 
A Monarch, who, 1th” nudſt of Swords and Javelins, 
Dares act as on his Throne encompaſt round 
V Vith Nation's for his Guard. Alcaxder, you 
Arc nobly bora, therefore ſhall loſe your head : [Seizes bin. 
Here, Hem», take him : but for this, and this, 
Let Cords dilpatch 'em. Hence, away with 'em. 
Tir, O {acred Prince, pardon diftracted Th: bes, 
Pardon her, if ſhe acts by Heav*n's award ; 
If that th' Infernal Spirits have declar'd 
The depth of Fate, and if our Oracles 
May (peak, O do not too leverely deal, 
But let thy wretched Thebes at leaſt complain : 
If thou art guilty, Hcav'n will make it known , 
"janocent, then let Tireſras dye, | 
' Oea. Itake thee at thy word. Run, haſte, and ſave A!cander : 
I ſwear the Prophet, or the King ſhall dye, 
Be witneſs, all you Thebaxs, of my Oath 
And Phorbus be the Umpare. 
T+r, I ſubmit. [Trumpets found. 
oed, What meanthoſe Trumpets ? 
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Hem, From your Native. Country, 
Enter Hzmon with Alcander, &c. 


Great Sir, the fam'd £Mzeoy is arriv'd, 
That renown'd Fayourite of the King your Father : 
He comes as an Ambaſlador from Cor:m7h, 
And ſues for Audience. 

oed, Haſte, Hemon, fly, and tell him that I burn 
T' embrace him, 

Hem, The Queen, my Lord, at preſent holds him 
Ia private Conference , but behold her here. 


Enter Jocaſta, Euridice, exc. 


Foc, Hail, happy Oedjpas, happieſt of Kings ? 
Henceforth be bleſt, bleſt as thou canſt deſire, 
Sleep without tears the blackeſt nights away ; 

Let Furies haunt thy Palace, thou ſhalt ſleep 
Secure, thy {lumbers ſhall be ſoft and gentle 
As Infants dreams, 

Oed, What does the Soul of all my joys intend ? 
And whither would this rapture ? 

Foc, O, Icould rave, 

Pall down thoſe lying Fanes, and burn that Vault, 
From whence relounded thoſe falfe Oracles, 

That robb'd my Love of reſt : if we mult pray, 
Rear in the ſtreets bright Altars to the Gods, 

Let Virgins hands adorn the Sacrifice , 

And nor a gray-beard forging Prieſt come near, 

To pry into the bowels of the Victim, 

And with his dotage mad the gaping World. 

But ſee, the Oracle that I will rrutt, 

True as the Gods, and affable as Men. 


Enter Ageon, Knee. 


Oed, O, tomy arms, welcome, my dear Aeoy ; 


Ten thouſand welcomes, O, my Foſter-Father, 
Welcome as mercy to a Man condemn'd! 
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Welcome to me, 

As, to a ſinking Marriner, 

The lucky plank that bears him to the ſhore ! : p] 
But ſpeak, O tell me what ſo mighty joy . 
Is this thou bring'{t, which ſo tranſports Focaſta ? 


Foc, Peace, peace, Fgeon , let Jocaſtatell him !? 
O that I could for ever Charm, as now, 


My deareſt Ozajpns: Thy Royal Father, 
Polybus, King of Corinth, 15 no more. 
Oed, Ha! canit be? Aeon, anſwer me, 
And ſpeak in ſhert, whatmy Focafta's tranſport | 
May over-do, | 
_ #ge. Since in few words, my Royal Lord, you ask 
To know the truth ; King Polybus is dead. 
Oed, O all you Pow'rs, is't poſſible? what, dead ! 
Bur that the Tempeſt of my joy may riſe 
By juſt degrees, and hit at laſt the Stars : 
Say, how, how dy'd he? Ha ! by Sword, by Fire, 
Or Water ? by Aſlaſſinates, or Poyſon? ſpeak : 
Or did he languith under ſome dileaſe ? 
Ae. Of no diſtemper, of no blaſt he dy'd, 
But fell like Autumn-Fruit that mellow'd.long : ' 
Ev'n wonder'd at, becaule hedropt no ſooner. 
Fate ſeem'd to wind him up for fourſcore years ; 
Yet freſhly ran he on 
Ten Winters more : 
Till, like a Clock worn out with eating time, 
The Wheels of weary lite at laſt ſtood ſtill, 
Oead, O, let me prels thee in my youthful arms, 
And {mother thy old age in my embraces, 
Yes Thebans, yes Focaſta, yes Adraſtas, 
Old Polybss, the King my Father's dead. 
Fires ſhall be kindled 1n the mid'ſt of Thebes ; ; 
I'th' midſt of Tumults, Wars, and Peſtilence, | 
I will rejoice for Po/ybus his death. 1 
Know, beit known to the limits of the World , 
Yet farther, let it pals yon dazling roof, 
The manſion of the Gods, and ſtrike *em deaf 
VVith everlaſting peals of Thundring joy. | 
Tir, Fate ! Nature ! Fortune ! what is allthis world? | 
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Ocd. Now, Dotard z now, thou blind old wizard Prophet, 
VVhere are your boding Ghoſts, your Altars now | 
Your Birds of knowledge, that, in dusky Air, 

Chatter Futurity ; and where are now 

Your Oracles, that call'd me Parricide, 

Is he not dead ? deep laid in's Monument ? 

And was not I ia Thebes when Fate attack'd him ? 
Avant, begon, you Vizors of the Gods / 

Were I as other Sons, now [ ſhould weep 

But, as Iam, I'vereaſon to rejoice : 

And will, tho? his cold ſhade thould rile and blaſt me. 
©, for this death, let Waters break their bounds, 
Rocks, Valleys, Hills, with ſplitting /-'s ring: 
lo, Focaſta, 1o pean ling, 

Tir. VVho would not now conclude a happy end ? 
But all Fate's turas are {witt and unexpected. 

2e. Your Royal Mother Merope, as if 
She had no Soul {ince you forſook the Land, 

VVaves all the neighb'ring Princes that adore her. 
| Oed, VVaves all the Princes ! poor heart ! for what ? O ſpe 

A2e. She, tho? in full-blown flow'r of glorious beauty, 
Grow's cold, ev'n inthe Summer of her Ape : 

And, for your ſake, has ſworn to dye unmarry'd, 

0ed, How ! for my ſake, dye, and not marry ! O, 
My fit returns. 

Aze. This Diamond, with a thouſand kiſſes bleſt, 
With thouſand ſighs and withes for your ſafety, 

She charg'd me give you, with the general homage 
Of our Corinthian Lords, 

0ed, There's Magick in it, take it from my ſight ; 
There's not a beamir darts, but carries Hell, 

Hot flaſhing luſt, and Necromantick Inceſt : 

Take it from theſe ſick eyes, Oh hide it from me. 
No, my Focaſta, tho' Thebes caſt me out, 

White AMerope's alive, Pl ne're return ! 

O, rather let me walk round the wide World 

A beggar, than accept a Diadem 

On ſuch abhorr'd conditions, 

Foc, You make, my Lord, your own unhappineſs; 
By theſe extravagant and needleſs fears, 
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Oed. Needleſs ! O, all you Gods ! By Heay'n I'd rather 
Embrue my arms up to my very ſhoulders 
In the dear entrails of the beſt of Fathers, 
Than offer at the execrable a&t 
Ol damned Inceſt: therefore no more of her. 

A&7e. And why, O lacred Sir, it Subjects may 
Preſume to look into their Monarch's breaſt; 
Why ſhould the chaſt and ſpotleſs Merope 
Infule ſuch thoughts as I mult. bluſh to name ? 

Oc4d. Becaule the God of De did forewarn me, 
With Thundring Oracles. . Ti 

Age. May I :ntreat to kriow* *m ? 

9ed. Yes, my Zprons bur the ſad remembrance 
Quite blaſts my Soul: ſee then the ſwelling Prieſt ! 
Methinks I have-his Image now ut view z 
He mounts the Tr:pos in a minutes ſpace, 
His clouded head knocks at the Temple roof, 


- While from his mouth 


Thele diſmal wotds are heard : 
<< Fly, wretch, whom Fate has doom'd thy Fathers blood to ſpill, 


« And with prepoſtrous Births, thy Mothers womb to fill. 
Aze, Is this the Caule 
Why you refuſe the Diadem of Corinth. 
O-d, The Caule ! why, isit not a monſtrous one ? 
Fe. Great Sir, you may return ; and tho' you ſhould 
Enjoy the Queen (which all the Gods forbid) 
The Aet would proveno inceſt, ' 
Oca, How, Azcon ? 
Tho' I enjoy'd my Mother, not inceſtuous ! 
Thou rav'it, and ſo do, and theſe all catch 
My madneſs, look, they're dead with deep diffraction : 
Not Inceſt | __ hat, not Inceſt with my Mother ? 
Age. My Lord, Queen Meyope is not your Mother. 
Ota. Ha | did I hear thee right? not Meyope 
My Mother ! 
S ya Nor was Po/ybus your Father. 
0ed. Then all my days and nights muſt now be ſpent 
In curious earch, to find out thole dark Parents 
Who gave me to the World, ſpeak then A-eo7, 
By all the God's Celeſtial and [oternal, 


OED ISVS. ; 5 
By all the tyes of Nature, blood, andfriend(hip, | 
Conceal not from this rack'd deſpairing King 
A point or ſmalleſtgrain of what thou know'6s : 
Speak then, O an[wer to my doubts directly. 
It Royal Polybus was not my Father, 
Why was I call'd his Son ? 
Aye. He, from my Arms, 
Receiv'd you as the faireſt Gift of Nature. 
Not but you were adorn'd with all the Riches 
That Empire could beſtow in coſtly Mantles 
Upon it's Iafant Heir, 

Oed. But was I made the Heir of Corinth's Crown, 
Becauſe Ageon's hands preſented me ? 
. - ge. By my advice, z | 
Being paſt all hope of Children, 

He took, embrac'd, and own'd you for his Son. 

Oed, Perhaps Ithen am your's ; inſtru me, Sir : 
If it be ſo, I'll kneel and weep before you, 

With all th* obedience of a penitent Child, 

Imploring pardon. 
Kill me if you pleaſe, 
I will not writhe my Body at the wound : 

But fink upon your feet with a laſt ſigh, 

And ask forgiveneſs with my dying hands. 

&zge. Oriſe, and call not to this aged Cheek 
The little blood which ſhould keep warm'my heart 
You are not mine, nor ought I to be bleſt 
With ſuch a God-like off-ſpring. Sir, I found you f 
Upon the Mount Citheror. | 

Oed, O ſpeak, goon, the Air grown ſenſible 
Of the great things you utter, and is calm: 

The hurry'd Orbs, with Storms ſo Rack'd of late, 
Seem to ſtand ſtill, as if that Fove were talking. 
Citheron | ſpeak, the Vally of Cirheroz ! 

Z&72e. Oft-times before I thither did reſort, 
Charm'd with the converſation of a man 
Who led a Rural life, and had command. 

O're all the Shepherds who about thoſe Vales 
Tended their numerous Flocks : in this man's Arms 
I ſaw you ſmiling ata fatal Dagger 

I 
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Whoſe point he ofcen offcr'd at your throat ; 

But then you ſmil'd, and then he drew it back , 

Then lifted it again, you fthiPd again : 

Till he at laſt in fury threw it from him, 

And cry'd aloud, the Gods forbid thy death. 

Then I ruth'd in, and, after ſome diſcourle, 

To me he did bequeath your innocent life , | 

AndI, the welcome care to Palybyr, "I 
o0:d. To:whom belongs the Maſter of the Sheptierds? 
Aze. His name I knew not, orl have forgot, 

That he was of the Family of Lajus, Saas 

I well remember. >: oe mr 
oed. And is your Friend alive? f6r if fie be 

T1! buy his preſence, tho'it coſt my Crown. 
Ae. Your menial Attendants beſt cin tell | 

Whether he lives, or tiot ; and who has now - | 

His place. MEN 443-2 3 © 0 | 
Foc, Winds, bear me to [bitte barren Nand, 

Where print of humane Feet Wis never feenh, 

O're-grown with Weeds of ſuch a monſtrous height, 

Their baleful tops are wath'd with bellying Clouds: 

Beneath whoſe venomous ſhadel miiy have ven 

For horrors that would blaſtthe Barbarous World. 
ocd. If there be any here that knows the perſon 

Whom hedelcrib'd, I charge him on his life 

To ſpeak , eoncealrhent ſhall be Iudden death : 

But he who brings him forth, ſhall have reward 

Beyond Ambition's luſt, 
Tir. His name is Phoybas : 


x 
[ 


L 
ſi; 


Adviſe, Reſt where you are, and [eek no farther, 


OEFDTIPUS: 


By all the Gods, il know my birth, tho' death 
Attends the (earch : I have already paſt 
The middle of the Stream , and to return 
Seems greater labour, than to venture 0're, 
Therefore produce him. 
Foc, Once more, by the Gods, 
I beg, my Oedipus, my Lord, my Life, 
My love, my all, my only utmoſt nope, 
I beg you baniſh Phorbas: O, the Gods, 
I kneel, that you may grant this firſt requeſt, 
Deny me all things elſe , but, for my ke, 
And as you prize your own eternal quiet, 
Never let Phorbas come into your preſence, 
Oed. You mult be rais'd, and Phorbas (hall appear, 
Tho? his dread eyes were Bafilisks, Guards, haſte, 
Search the Queens Lodgings ; find, and force him hither, 


Foc, O, Oedipus, yetſend, 
And ſtop their entrance, e're it be too late : 
Unleſs you wiſh to ſee Joe rent 
With Furies, ſlainout-right with meer diſtraction, 
Keep from your eyes and mine the dreadful Phorbas. 
Forbear this ſearch, Tl think you more than mortal : 
Will you yet hear me ? 

Oed, Tempeſts will be heard, 
And Waves will daſh, tho Rocks their baſis keep, — 
But ſee, they Enter, It thou truly loyſt me, 


Either forbear this Subjedd, or retire. 


Enter Hzmon, Guards, with Phorbas; 


Foc, Prepare then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear 
A ſtory, that ſhall turathee into Stone, 
Could there be hew'n a monſtrous Gap in Nature, 
A flaw made through the Center, by ſome God, 
Through which the groans of Ghoſts might ſtrike thy cars, 
They would not wound thee, as this Story will, 
Hark, hark ! a hollow Yoicecalls out aloud, 
Fosaſt « YES, Il to the Royal Bed, 
W here firſt the Myfteries of our loves were acted, 
; I 3 


[Exennt Guards, | | | 
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And double dye it with imperial Crimſon , 

Tear off this curling hair, 

| Be gorg'd with Fire, ſtabevery vital part, 

And, when art laſt I'm flain, to Crown the horrour, 

My poor tormented Ghoſt ſhall cleave the ground, 

To try if Hell can yet more deeply wound.  [Ex. 
ed. She's gon ; and as the-went, methought her eyes | 

Grew larger, while a thouſand frantick Spirits 

Seething, like riſing bubbles, on the brim, 

Pcep'd from the Watry brink,- and glow'd upon me. 

Fil ſeek no more ; but huſh my Genus up 

That throws me on my Fate. —Impoſſible ! 

O wretched Man, whoſe too too buſie thoughts 

Ride (wifter than the galloping Heav'ns round, 

With aneternal hurry of the Soul : 

Nay, there's a time when ev'n the rowling year 

Seems to ſtand {till, dead calms are in the Ocean, 

When not a breath diſturbs the drowzy' Waves : 

But Man, the very Monſter of the World, 

Is nere at reſt, the Soul for ever wakes. 

Come then, ſince Deſtiny thus drives us on, 

Let's know the bottom. Hemon, you I ent : 

Where is that Phoybas, - | 
Hem, Here, my Royal Lord. | 
Oed, Speak firſt, Ageon, (ay, 15 this the Man? 
Ae, My Lord, it is : Tho' time has plough'd that face 

With many furrows ſince I ſaw it firſt , | 

Yet I'm too well acquainted with the ground, quite to forget it. 
Oed, Peace, ſtand back a while, | 

Come hither Friend , I hear thy name is Phorbas, 

Why doſt thou turn thy face ? I charge thee anſwer 

To what I ſhall enquire: Wert thou not once 

The Servant of King L:j«s here in Thebes? 

 Phor, 1 was, great Sir, his true and faithful Servant , 

Born and bred up in Court, no forreign Slave. 
Oed, What Office hadit thou? what was thy Employment ? . 
Phor, He made me Lord of all his Rural Pleaſures , 

For much he lov'd 'em: ofc I entertain'd | 

With ſporting Swatns, o're whom I had command. 


| Oed, Where wasthy Relidence ? to what part o'th' _— "0 
| | I 


wt 


Didfſt thou moſt frequently reſort ? 
Phor, To Mount Citherox, and the pleaſant Vallies 
Which all about lye ſhadowing it's large feet. 
Oed, Come forth Ageon. Ha! why ftarts thou, Phorbas? | 
Forward, I ſay, and Face to Face confront him ; 
Look wiſtly on him, through him if thou canſt, 
And tell me on thy life, ſay, doſt thou know him ? 
Did'ſt thou e're ſee him ? converſe with him 
Near Mount Citheror ? 
Phor.” Who, my Lord, this man ? 
Oed, This Man, this old, this venerable Man : 
Speak, did'ſt thou ever meet him there ? 
 Phor, Where, Tacred Sir. 4 
Oed. Near Mount Citheron , anſwer to the purpoſe: 
Tis a King ſpeaks; and Royal minutes are 
Of much more worth thanthouſand Vulgar years : 
Did'ſt thou e're ſee this Man near Mount Citheror. 
Phor, Moſt ſure, my Lord, I have ſeen lines like thoſe 
His Viſage bears ; but know not where nor when. 
e£ge. Is't poſſible you ſhould forget your ancient Friend ? 
Thereare perhaps 
Particulars, which may excite your dead remembrance. Fl 
Have you forgot I took an Infant from you, 
Doom'd to be murder'd in that gloomy Yale ? 
The Swadling-bands were purple, wrought with Gold, 
Have you forgot too how you wept and begg'd 
That I ſhould breed him up, and ask no more. 
Phoy, What-e're I begg'd ; thou like a Dotap'd,ſpeak'ft 
More than is requiſite : and what of this ? | 
Why is it mention'd now ? and why, O why 
Doſt thou betray the ſecrets of thy Friend ? \ 
Ae. Be not too raſh, Thar Infant grew at laſt 
A King : and here the happy Monarch ſtands. 
Phoy, Ha! whither would'ſt thou ? O what haſt thou wter'g ! 
For what thou haſt ſaid, Death ſtrike thee dumb for ever. | 
Oed. Forbear to Curle the innocent , and be 
Accurſt thy ſelf, thou ſhifting Traytor, Villain, 
Dama'd Hypocrite, equivocating Slave. 
Phor, O Heav'ns ! wherein, my Lord, have I offended ? 
Oed, Why peak you not accordiog to my charge ? 


Bring 
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Bring forth the Rack : ſince mildnels cannot win you, 
Torments ſhall force. 
Phor, Hold, hold, O dreadful Sir g 
You will not Rack an innoceat old mar. 
0-24, Speak theg. 
i Phor, Alas, what wonggen have me lay ? 
FT | oOcd. Did this old man ta 


FT from your Arms an Iafant ? 
F. Phor. He did: And, Oh ! I with to all the Gods, 
*F: Phorbas had periſh'd in that very moment. 

0ed, Moment ! Thou ſhalt be hours, days, years a dying, 
Here, bind his hands ; he dallies with my fury : | 
Bur I thall find a way — 

Phor, My Lord, I (aid 
I gave the Infant to him. 

oed. Was hethy own,or given thee by another ? 

Phor, He was not mine , but given me by another. 

Oced, Whence? and from whom ? what City ? of what Houſe ? 

Phor, O, Royal Sir, Ibow meto the ground, 

Would I could fink beneath it : by the Gods, 
I do Conjure you to1nquire no more, 

Oed. Furies and Hell ! Hemon, bring forth the Rack , 
Fetch hither Cords, and Knives, and Sulphurous flames : 
He ſhall be bound, and galh'd, his skin flead off, 

And burat alive. 

Phor, O [pare my age. 

Oed. Rile then, and ſpeak, 

Phor, Dread Sir, I will. 

ocd. Who gave that Infant to thee ? 

Phor. One of Kirffz L:jus Family. 

0:4. O, you immortal Gods ! But ſay, who was't ? 
Which of the Family of Zajas gave tt ? 

A Servant ; or one of the Royal-blood ? 

Phor. O wretched State! I dye, unlels I (ſpeak , 
And, if ſpeak, molt certain death attends me ! 

Oed. Thou thilt not dye. Speak then, who was it? ſpeak, 
- While lhaveſeanle to underſtand the horrour 

For 1 grow cold, 
Phor, The Queen Focaſlitold me 
It was her Son by Ls. 
Oea, O you Gods !— But did ſhegive ut thee ? 


Phor, 
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Phoy, My _ ſhe did, 
Oed, Wherefore? for what ?!—O break not yet, my heart ; 


Tho* my eyes burſt, no matter : Wilt thou tellme, 
Or muſt I ask for ever? for what end? 
Why gave lhe thee her Child? 

Phor, To murder it. 

Oed, O more than ſavage! murder her own bowels ! 
Without a Cauſe! 

Phor. There was a dreadful one, 

Which had foretold, that moſt unhappy Son 
Shovld kill his Father, and enjoy his Mother, 
O-4, But, one thing more, 
Feca/ia told me thou wert by the Chariot 
When the old King was lain: Speak, I conjure thee, 
For I ſhall never ask thee ought again, 
What was the number of th' Afaſſinates ? 

Phor, The dreadful deed was ated but by one ; 
And ſure that one had much of your reſemblance. 

Oed, 'Tis well ! I thank you, Gods ! *tis wondrous well ! 
Daggers, and Poylon, O there ts no need 
For my dilpatch : and you, you mercileſs Pow'rs, 

Hoord up your Thunder-ſtones z keep, keep your Bolts 
For Crimes of little aote. : Falls, 

Aar. Help, Hemon, help, and bow him gently forward ; 

Chafe, chafe his Temples : how the mighty Spirits, 
Half ftrangled with the damp his ſorrows raisY, 
Struggle for vent: but (ee, he breathes again, 
And vigorous Nature breaks through all oppoſition, 

How fares my Royal Friend ? 

Oed, The worle for you. 2» 
O barbarous men, and oh the hated light, | 
Why did you force me back to curle the day ; 

To curſe my friends , to blaft with this dark breath 
The yet untainted Earth and circling Air ? 

To raiſe new Plagues, and call new Vengeance down, 
Why did you tempt the Gods, and dare to touch me ? 
Methinks there's not a hand that graſps this Hell 

But ſhould run up like Flax all blaZiong fire. 

_ Stand from this ſpot, I wiſh you as my friends, 


And eome not ncar me, leſt the gaping Earth 
Swallow 
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Swallow you too Lo, I am gone already, 
[Draws, and claps his Sword to his breaſt, which Adraſtus 
ſtrixes away with hu foot, | 
Aar, You ſhall no more be truſted with your life: 
Creon, Alcander, Hemon, help to hold him, 
oed, Cruel Aadraſtus | wilt thou, Hemos, too ? 
Are theſe the Obligations of my Friends? , 
O worle than worit of my moſt barbarous Foes ! 

. Dear, dear Aarsſtus, look with half an Eye PB 
On my unheard-of Woes, and judge thy elf, 2 ND 
If it be fit that ſuch a Wretch ſhould live ! g 
O, by theſe melting Eyes, unus'd to weep, 

With all the low ſubmiſhons of a Slave, 
I do conjure thee give my horrours way 
Talk not of life, for that will make me rave: 
As well thou may'ſt adviſe a tortur'd wretch, 
All mangled o're from head to foot with wounds, 
And his bones broke, to wait a better day. 
Aar. My Lord, you ask me things impoſſible , 
And I with Juſtice ſhould be thought your Foe, 
To leave you in this Tempeſt of your Soul. 
Tir. Tho' banith'd Thebes, in Corinth you may Reign ; 
Th' Infernal Pow'rs themſelves exact no more : 
Calm then your rage, and once more ſeek the Gods. 
Oed, I'll have no more to do with Gods, nor Men : 
Hence, from my Arqs, avant, Enjoy thy Mother ! 
What, violate, with Beaſtial appetite, 
The ſacred Veils that wrapt thee yet unborn, 
This is not to be born ! Hence ; off, I fay, Y © 
For they who lett my Vengeance make themſelves 
Accomplices in my molt horrid guilt... 
Aar. Let it belo , we'll fence Heav'ns fury from you, 
And ſuffer all together : This perhaps, 
When ruine comes, may help to break your fall, 
oed. O that, as oft I have at Arhens ſeen 

"The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend , 

So now 1a very deed I might behold 

The pond 'rous Earth, and all yon marble Root 
Meet, like the hands of Fove, and cruſhMankind : 
For all the Elements, and all the Pow'rs 
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Caleſtial, nay, Terreltrial and Infernal, 
Conſpire the rack of out-caſt Oedipss. 

Fall darkneſs then, and everlaſting night 
Shadow the Globe z, may the Sun never dawn, 
The Silver Moon be blotted from her Orb , 
And for an Qaiverſal rout of Nature 

Through all the inmoſt Chambers of the Sky, 
May there not be a glimpſe, one Starry ſpark, 
But Gods meet Gods, and juſtle in the dark, 
That jars may riſe, and wrath Divine be hurl'd, 


Which may to Atoms ſhake the ſolid World. [Exeunt. 
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Creon, Alcander, Pyracmon, 
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——— — Ire" 


Cre, T HESES 1satlength myowa , and all my wiſhes, 
Which ſure were great as Royalty e're form'd, 

Fortune and my auſpicious Stars have Crown'd. | 
O Diadem, thou Center of ambition, 
Where all it's different Lines are reconcil'd, 
As if thou wert the burning-glaſs of Glory ! 

Pyr. Might I beCounſeller, I would intreat you 
To cool a little, Sr 3 
Find out Ewrydice; , 
And, with the reſolution of a man 
Mark'd out for Greatnels, give the fatal Choice 
Of death or marriage, | 

Alc, Survey cursd Ocazpas, | 
As one who, tho* unfortunate,'s belov'd, 
Thought innocent, and therefore much lamented 
By all the 7hebans, you muſt mark him dead : 
Since nothing but his death, not baniſhmear, 
Can give aſſurance to your doubtful Reign. 

Cre, Well have you done, to ſnatch me from the ſtorm 
Of racking Tranſport, where the little ſtreams 
Ot Love, Revenge, and all the under paſſions, 
As waters are by {ucking V Vhirl-pools drawn, © 
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Were quite devour'd in the vaſt Gulph-of Empire : 
Therefore, Pyracmon, as youboldly nrg'd, 
Euryaice ſhall dye, or be my" Bride. * 4 | 
Alcander, Summon to their Maſter's atd : 
My Menial Servants, and all thoſe whom change 

Ot State, and hope of the new Monarch's favour, 


Ld 


Can win to take our part : Away. What now?''' Fx, 'Alcinde, 


Enter Hzmon, 


When Hem weeps, without the help of Glioſts, 


I may forctel there 1s a fatal Cauſe. 


Hem. Is't poſſible you ſhould be ignorant” 
Of what has happen'd to the deſperate King? | | 
Cre. I know no more, but that he was conducted 
Into his Cloſet, where Lſaw him fling 
His trembling Body on the Royal Bed 
Allleft him there, at his deſire, alone : 
But ſure no ill, unleſs he dy'd with grief, 
Could happen, for you bore his Sword away. 
Hem. 1did - and, having lock*d the door, Iſtood 3 
And through a chink I found, not only heard, 
But ſaw him, when he thought no eye beheld him: 
At firſt, deep ſighs heav'd from his woful heart, 
Murmurs, and groans, that ſhook the outward Rooms, 
And art thou {till alive, Oh wretch ! hecry'd? 
Then groan'd again, as it his ſorrowful Sorff 
Had crack'd the ſtrings of Life, and burſt away, 
Cre, I weep, to hear ; how then ſhould I have griev'd 
Had I beheld this wondrous heap of Sorrow !/ 
But, to the fatal period, 
He, Thrice he truck, q 
With all his force, his hotlow groaning breaſt, 
And thus, with out-cries, to himſelf complain'd. 
Bur rhou canſt weep then, and thou think'ſt 'tis well, 
Theſe bubbles of the fhalloweſt emptieſt ſorrow, 
W hic!r Children vent for toys, and Women rain 
For anv Tritle their fond hearts areſet on i, 
Yet theſe thou thinkſt are ample ſatisfa&tion 
For bloudieſt Murder, and for burning Lift : 
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No, Parricide , if thou muſt weep, weep bloud, 
Weep Eyes, inſftcad of Tears : O, by the Gods, 
'Tis greatly thought, he cry'd, and fits my woes, 
Which ſaid, he ſmil'd revengetully, and leapt 
Upon the flor , thence gazing at the Skies, 
His Eye-balls fiery Red, and glowing vengeance g 
Gods, I accule you not, tho'Ino more . 
Will view your Heav'n, till with more durable glaſſes, 
The mighty Souls immortal Perſpe&tives, 
1 find your dazling Beings: Take, he cry'd, 
Take, Eyes, your laſt, your fatal farewel-view. 
When with a groan, that ſeem'd the call of Death, 
With horrid force lifting his impious hands, 
He ſnatch'd, he tore, trom forth their bloody Orbs 
The Balls of ſight, and daſh'd *em on the ground. 

Cre, A Matſter-piece of horrour z; new and dreadful! 

Hem, Iran to ſuccour him, but, oh ! too late ; 
For he had pluck'd the remnant ſtrings'away. 
What then remaing, but that I find Tireſias, 
VVho, with his Wildom, may allay thoſe Furies 


That haunt his gloomy Soul ? | ty Ex! 


Cre, Heav'n will reward ; 
Thy care , moſt honeſt, faithful, fooliſh Hemon » 


But ſee, Alcander enters, well attended. 


Enter Alcander, attended, 


I ſee, thou haſt been diligent. 
Als, Nothing thele, 
For Number, to the Crowds that ſoon will follow 5 
Be reſolute, 
And call your utmoſt Fury to revenge. 
Cre, Ha! thou haſt given 
Ti Alarm to Cruelty , and never may 
Thele eyes be clos'd, till they behold Adraſtus 
Stretch'd at the feet of falſe Euryaice. 
But ſee, they're here ! retire a while, and mark. 


Enter Adraſtus, Eurydice, 4ttenazd, 


. Aar, Alas, Emydice, what fond rath man, | 
K 2 | VVhat 


=— 


—— | 
Whoa = 2 At a ere Ee 


68 OEDIPVUS. 


VVhat inconſiderate and ambitious Fool, 
That ſhall hereafter read the Fate of Oeaipas, 
VVill dare, with his frail hand, to graſp a Scepter ? 

Eur, 'Tis true, a Crown leems dreadful, and I wiſh 
That you and, more lowly plac'd, might paſs 
Our ſofter hours in humble Cells away : 

Not but I love you to that Infinite height, 
I could (O wondrous proof of herceſt Love !) 
Be greatly wretched in a Court with you, 

Adr. Take then this moſt lov'd innocence away s 
Fly from Tumultuous Thebes, : 
From blood and Murder, 

Fly from the Author of all Villanies, 

Rapes, Death, and Treaſon, from that Fury Creoz : 

Vowchlafe that I, o're-joy*d, may bear you heace, 

And at your Feet preſent the Crown of Argos. 
[Creon and Attendants come us to him. 

Cre, I have o're-heard thy black deſign, Adraſtas, 
And therefore, as a Traytor to this State, « 
Death ought to be thy for! let it ſuffice | 
That Thebes furveys thee asa Prince, abuſe not 
Her proffer'd mercy, but retire betimes, 

Leſt the repent and haſten on thy Doom. 

Aar, Think not, moſt abjeR, 
Moſt abhorr'd of Men, 
Aadraſtus will vouchlafe to anſwer thee , 
Thebans, to you I juſtihe my Love : 
I have eddrefi my Prayers to this fair Princeſs; 
Bur, if I ever meant a violence, | 
Or thought to Raviſh, as that Traytor did, 
What humbleſt Adorations could not win ; 
Brand me, you Gods, blot me with foul diſhonous, 
And let men Curſe me by the name of Creoz ! 

Eur. Hear me, O Thebaxs, if you dread the wrath 

Of her whom Fate ordain'd to be your Queen, 
Hear me, and dare not, as you prize your hves, 
To take the part of that Rebellious Traytor. 

By the Decree of Royal Oedipus, 
By Queen Focafta's order, by what's more, 
My own dear Vows of everlaſting Love, 


£5 
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I here reſign to Prince Adreſius Arms 
All that the VVorld can make me Miſtreſs of, 
Cre, O perjurd VVoman ! 
Draw all z and when I givethe word, fall on, 
Traytor, reſign the Princeſs, or this moment _ 
Expect, with all thoſe moſt unfortunate wretches, 
Upon this ſpot ſtraight to be hewn 1n pieces. 
Aar, No, Villain, no; 
VVith twice thoſe odds of men, 
I doubt not in this Cauſe 
To vanquith thee. 
Captain, remember to your care I give | 
My Love , ten thouſand thouſand times more dear 
Than Life, or Liberty. 
Cre, Fall on, Alcanader. | 
Pyracmon, you and I muſt wheel about 
For nobler Game, the Princels. 
Adr, Ah, Traytor, doſt thou ſhun me ? 
Follow, follow, 
My brave Companions , ſee, the Cowards fly. 


[Ex. fighting : Creon's Party beatenoff by Adraſtus. 
Enter Oedipus, 


O:a, O, 'ris too little this, thy loſsof ſight, 
W hat has it done? I hall be gaz'd at now {. 
The more , be pointed at, There goes the Monſter ! 
Nor have I hid my horrours from my ſelf; 
For tho? corporeal light be loſt for ever, 
The bright refleting Soul, through glaring Opticks, 
Preſents in larger ſize her black Idea's. 
Doubling the bloody proſpe& of my Crimes : 
Holds Fancy down, and makes her a& again, 
V'Vith Wite and Mother, Tortures, Hell, and Furies. 
Ha ! now the baleful off-ſpring's brought to light ! 
In horrid form they ranck themſelves before me ; 
VVhat ſhall I call this Medley of Creation ? 
Here one, with all th' obedience of a Son, 
Borrowing Foca/ta's look, kneels at my Feet, 
And calls me Father , there a ſturdy Boy, 
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Reſembling Lajus _ as when I ki hiny 9 nat 943; 1 
Bears up, and with his cold hand graſping: mine," Wn ol: 3501 Hi 
Cries out, How tares my Brother Oedipas? 
VVhatr, Sons and Brothers ! Siſters and Daughers too! © 

Fly all,. begon, fly from my whinkiag brainy/ +. nj 
Hince, Inceſt, Murder ; trence;' you ghaſtly figures 1 nt 
O Gods ! Gods, anſwer ;-is'thereamy mean?! 4 
Let me go mad, or dye, 60 


Enter Jocaſta, VrinQ9) 21:19 21 106.0 { 
— liv IT«1BV * 2d 
Jos, Where, where is this moft Fretched of wy $7 Me, 
This ſtately Image of tmperial Sorrow, 
Whole hey told; whole very name but mentiongd, F: 
Would cool the rage of Feavers, ,and unl CS -4IVS 
The hand of Luſt from the pale Virg in's hg 44 : bn. " EIINTY 
And throw the Raviſher reka by feet?” 0 
oed. By all my fears, Ithink Foraſta's Voice"! 
Hence ; fly , begon : O thou far worle than worſt 
Of damning Charmers ? O abhor'd, +10 oath'd,Creatyre! ' 
Fly, by the Gods, or by the Fiends, charge thee, - 
Far as the Eaſt, Welt North, or South of Heav'n, 
But think not thou ſhalt ever enter there : 
The golden Gates are barr'd with Adamant, 
'Gainlt thee, and me; and the Celeſtial Guards, 
Still as we riſe, will daſh our Spirits down, © 
Foc, O wretched Pair } O greatly wtetched we ! 
Two Worlds of woe ! 
Oed, Art thou not gon then ? ha ! 
How dar'ft thou ſtand the Fary ofthe Gods ? 
Or com'lt thou in the Grave toreap new pleaſures? - 
Foc. Talk on, till thou maſt mad my rowling brain, 
Groan {till more Death ; and may thoſe diſmal lources 
Still bubble on, and pour torth blood and tears. 
Methinks, at ſuch a meeting, Heav'n ſtands ſtill ; 
The Sea nor Ebbs, nor Flows: this Mole-hill Earth oy 
Is heav'd no more : the buſie Emmets ceaſe , | 
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Oed, Speak then, and blaſt my Soul, 
vor, thy lov Lond, ttred vine, {2 fink 
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"Offt thy Kind's+my Soul is on the brink — © 24 | | 
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To match my Crimes , by all my muleries, ._ 34 | 
Tis horrour, worſe tha chouſand thoufand deaths, 
To ſend me hence without a kind Farewel. | 
Oed. Gods, how the ſhakes me ! ſtay thee, O Focs/ta, 
Speak ſomething e're thou goelt forever from me. 
Foc, 'Tis Woman's weakneſs, that I would be pity'd ; 
Pardon rye then, O greateſt, tho" mott wretched, * 


And lees the boiling Furnace juſt beneath : 
Do not thou puſh meoff, and I will go 
With ſuch a willingneſs, as if that Heav'n 
With all it's glories glow'd. for-my reception. 
02d. O, :itt ray heart; Ifeel the pangs of Nature ; 
It works with kindfieſs o're:: Give, give me way z 
I feel a melting here, a tendernels, 
Too mighty for the anger of the Gods ! 
Direct me to thy knees, .yetoh Forbear : 
Leſt the dexd'Embersſhouldrevive,./ 
Stand off — and at juſtdiſtance-' * 
Let me groan my horrours——here 
On the Earth, here blow my utmott Gale ; 
Here ſob my Sorrows, till I'burſt with aghing : 
Here gaſp and Languiſhourthpwounded Soul. - 
Foc, In ſpight of all thoſe Crimes the.cruel Gods 
Can charge me with, I know my Innocence z 
Know yours : *tis Fate alone that makes us wretched, 
For you are ſtill ny Husband. 
Oed. Swearl am, 27 
AndTll belteve thee , ſteal iacothy Arms, 
Renew endearments, think *em no pollutions, 
But chaſte as Spirits joys : gently Pll come, 
Thus weeping blind, like dewy/Night, ' upon thee, | 
And fold thee foftly in my Arms to ſlumber. . 'wohs 
[The Ghoſt of Lajus aſcendsby degrees, pointing at Jocaſta;' * 
Joc. Begon, my Lord ! Alas, 'what are we doing ? 
Fly from my Arms ! Whirl-winds, | Seas, Continents, | 
And Worlds, divideus3 © thrice happy thou, 
Who haſt no uſe of eyes'2 for hert's fight 
Would turn the melting fice of Mercy's telf 
Toa wild Fury. UMOW IT Rc bf 
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Oed, Ha ! what ſeeſt thou there ? 
Foc. the Spirit of my Husband !. O the Gods ! 
How wan helooks! _ Ti fs mh 
Ocd, Thou rav'it , thy Husband's here, : 
Foc. There, there he Mounts, 
In circling fire, amongſt the bluſhing Clouds ! 
And ſee, he waves Focaſts from the VVorld ! - 
Ghoſt. Focaſta, Oedipus. [Vaniſh with Thunder, 
Ocd. What wouldſt thou have ? : 
Thou knowſt I cannot come to thee, detain'd 
In darkneſs here, and kept from means of death. 
F've heard a Spirit's force is wonderful ; | 
At whoſe approach, when ſtarring from his Dungeon, 
The Earth does ſhake, and the old Ocean groans, 
Rocks are remov'd, and Tow'rs are Thundred dowa : 
And walls of Braſs, and Gates of Adamant, 
Are paſſable as Air, and fleet like VVinds. | 
- Foc, VVasthat a Raven's Croak ;- or my Sons Voice ? 
No matter which ; Ill to the Grave, and hide me : 
Earth open, or I'll tear thy bowels up. 
Hark ! he goes on, and blabsthe deed of Inceſt. 
Oed. Strike then, Imperial Ghoſt, daſh all at once 
This Houſe of Clay into a thouſand pieces: _ 
That my poor lingring Soul may take her flight 
To your Immortal Dwellings. 

Foc. Hafte thee then, f 
Foy Or I ſhal! be before thee : See, thou canſt not ſee '# 
Lit Then I will tell thee that my wings are on: *- | 
| I'll mount, I'll fly, and with a port Divine 
{8 Glide all along the gaudy Milky ſoil, 
ts. To find my Lajus out , ask every God 
| * In his bright Palace, it he knows my Laps, 

a: My murder'd Lajss ! 
i * Oed. Ha! how's this, Forafta ? 
| Nay, if thy brain be ſick, then thou art happy. 
\'f Foc. Ha! will you not ? ſhall I not find him out ? 
18 Will you ndt ſhow him ? aremy teary deſpis'd? 
HE Why, then Ill Thundee; yes, Twill be mad, 

is And fright you with my«cnes, : 'yes, cruel Gods, - 
Tho' Vultures, Eagles, Dragons tear my heart, | 
Flt ſnatch Celeſtial Aames, hire all your dwellings, Melt 
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Melt down your golden Roofs, and make your doors 

Of Chryſtal flye trom off their Diamond Hinges , 

Drive you all out from your Ambroſial Hives, 

To ſwarm like Bees about the field of Heay'n : 

This will I do, unleſs you ſhaw me Lajus, | 

My dear, my murder'd Lord. O Zajus! Lajus ! L4jus ! 
[Ex, Jocaſta, 

Oea, Excellent grief / why, this is as it ſhould be! 

No Mourning cah be ſuitable to Crimes 

Like ours, but what Death makes, or Madaels forms. 

I could have wiſh'd methought for light again, 

To mark the Gallantry of her diſtraction : 


Her blazing Eyes darting the wandring Stars, 
T'have ſeen her mouth the Heav'ns, and mate the Gods, 


While with her Thundring Voice ſhe meanac'd high, 


Andevery Accent twang'd with {marting ſorrow ; 

But what's all this to thee ? thou, Cowigg, yet 

Art living, canit not, wilt not find the Road 

To the great Palace of magnificent Death , 

Tho” thouſand ways lead to histhouſand doors, 

Which day and night areſtill unbarr'd for all, 
[Claſhing of Swords: Drums and Trumpets without, 

Hark ! *tis the noile of claſhing Swords ! the ſound 

Comes near : O, that a Battel would come o're me ! 

TfI but graſp a Sword, or wreſt a Dagger, 

Pl make a ruine with the firſt that falls. 


Enter Hzmon, with/Guards. 


Hem. Seize him, and bear him tothe Weſtern-Tow'r. 

Pardon me, ſacred Sir , Iam inform'd 

That Creox has deſigns upon your life : 

Forgive me then, it, to preſerve you from him, 

I order your Confinement, 1 
Oed. Slaves, unhand me. 

I think thou haſt a Sword : *cwas the wrong ſide. 

Yet, cruel Hemzn, think not I will live, 

He that could tear his eyes out, ſure can find 

Some deſperate way to flifl this curſt breath : wi. 


Or if I ſtarve ! bur that's a lingriog Fate; | 
PT - 
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Or if [ Icave my brains upon the wall ! 

The Aiery Soul can ealily o're-thoot 

Thoſe bounds with which thou ſtrive to pale her in : 

Yes, I will perith in delpice of thee 

And, by the rage that ſtirs me, if T meet thee 

In the other World, Ill curle thee for this uſage, [Ex 
Hem. Tireſias, after him z and, with your Counſel, 

Adviſe him humbly, Charm, if poſſible, 

Thele feuds within: while I without extinguiſh, 

Or perith in th' Attempr, the furious Creep ; 

That Brand which lets our City in a Flame. 
Tir, Hcav'n prolper your intent, and givea period 

To all your Plagues: what old Tireſias can 

Shall ſtraight be done. Lead, ants the Tow'r. [Ex.Tir. Manto.. 


Hem, Follow meall, and help to part this Fray, [ Trumpets again. 
Or fall together in the bloody broil, "Ex, 


Enter Creon with Eurydice, Pyracmon and his party groing 
; ground to Adraſtus. 


Cre. Hold, hold your Arms, Adra#as Prince of Argos, 

Tear, and behold ; Exrydice is my Prifoner. 
dr, What would'it thou, Hell-honnd ? 

Cre. See this brandiſh'd Dagger: 

Forgo th' advantage which thy Arms have won, 
Or, by the blood which trembles through the heart 
Of her v hom more than life I know thou loy'ſt, 

ll bury to the hatc, 1n her tar breaft, 

This Inftrument of my Revenge. 

A:r, Stiy thee, damn'd wretch ; hold, itopthy bloody hand. 

Cre, Give order then, that on this inſtant, now, : 
7 his moment, all thy Souldiers ftraight disband, 

Air, Away, my Friends, fince Fate has ſo allotted . 
Bcgon, and leave meto the Villain's mercy, 

Eur. Ah, my Aaraſins! call 'em, call *'em back ! 
Stand there ; come back ! O, cruel barbarous Men! 
Could you then leave your Lord, your Prince, your King. 
After lo bravely having fought his Cauſe, F 
To perith by the hand of this baſe Villain ? 

Why rather ruth you not at once toggther 


All 
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All to his ruine? drag him through the Streets, 
Hang his contagious Quarters on the Gates ; 
Nor let my death aftright you, 

Cre. Dye firſt thy lelf then, 

Aar, O, I charge thee hold, 
Hence, from my preſence all: he's not my Friend 


That dilobeys : See, art thou now appeas'd? [Ex. Attendants, ' 


Or is there ought elle yet remains to do 
That can atone thee ? {lake thy thirſt of blood 
With mine : butſave, O ſave that innocent wretch. 
Cre, Forego thy Sword, and yield thy ſelf my Priſoner, 
Eur, Yet while there's any dawn of hope to fave 
Thy precious lite, my dear Aaraſtus, 
What-e're thou doſt, deliver not thy Sword ; 
With that thou may'(t get off, tho' odds oppole thee : 
For me, O, fear not , no, he dares not touch me , 
His horrid love will ſpare me. Keep thy Sword ; 
Leſt I be raviſh'd after thou art ſlain, 
Aar, Inſtrudt me, Gods, what ſhall Adra/?us do? 
| Cre, Do what thou wilt, when ſhe is dead : My Souldiers 
With numbers wll o're-pow'r thee, I' thy wiſh 
Furydice ſhould fall before thee ? 
Adr, Traytor, no : , 
Better that thou and I, and all mankind 
Should beno more. | 
Creon, Then caſt thy Sword away, 
And yield thee to my mercy, or I ſtrike, 
Aar, Hold thy rais'd Arm , give me a moment's paule, 
My Father, when he bleſt me, gave me this ; 
My Son, ſaid he, let this be thy laſt refuge 
If thou forego'lt it, miſery attends thee : 
Yet Love now charms it from me , which 1a all 
The hazards of my life I never loſt. 
'Tis thine, my faithful Sword, my only truſt , 
Tho' my heart tells me that the'gift is Fatal. 
Cre, Fatal ! yes, foolifh Love-ſick Prince, it ſhall : 
Thy arrogance, thy ſcorn, 
My wounds remembrance, 
Turn all at once the Fatal point upon thee, 


Pyy «09, to the Palace, diſpatch 
L 2 The. 
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The King : hang Hemon up, for he is Loyal, 
And will oppole me : Ccme, Sir, are you ready ? 
Aar, Yes, Villain, for what-ever thou canſt dare. 
Eur, Hold, Creon, or through me, through me you wound. 
Aar. Off, Madam, or we perith both , behold 
I'm not unarm'd, my ponyard's in my hand : 
Terefore away. 
Eur, Tl guard your life with mine, 
Cre, Dye both then , there is now no time for dallying. 
[Kills Eurydice, 
Ewr, Ah, Prince, farewel , farewel, my dear Adraſtus. (Dyes. 
Aar. Unheard of Monſter ! eldeſt-born of Hel! ! 
Down, to thy Primitive Flames. [Stabs Creon. 
Cre, Help, Souldiers, help : 
Revenge me. 
Aar, More, yet more: a thouſand wounds ! 
F!l tamp thee ſtill, thus, to the gaping Furies. 
| [Adraſtus falls, kilPd by the Soulaiers. 


Enter Hzmon, Guards, with Alcander «nd Pyracmon bound : 
the Aſſaſſins are driver off. 


O Hemon, 1 am(lain , nor need Iname 

The inhumane Author of all Villanies , 

There he lyes gaſping. 
Cre, It I mult plunge in Flames, 

Burn firſt my Arm , baſe inſtrument, unfit 

To att the diRates of my daring mind : 

Burn, burn for ever, O weak Subſtitute 

Of that the God, Ambition. 
Adr. She's gone; O deadly Marks-man, 1n the heart ! 

Yet in the pangs of death ſhe graſps my hand : 

Her lips too tremble, as it ſhe would ſpeak 

Her laſt farewel. O, Oeadipas, thy fall 

Is great ; and nobly now thou goeſt attended! 

They talk of Heroes, and Celeſtial Beauties, © | 

And wondrous pleaſures in the other World , 

Let me but find her there, I askno more. [Dyes, 
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Enter 4 Captain 70 Hzmon: with Tireſias 4nd Manto, 


Cap. O, Sir, the Queen Focefts, (wiftand wild, 
As a robb'd cap bounding o're the Woods, 
Has ated Murders that amaze mankind : + 
In twiſted Gold I ſaw her Daughters hang 
On the Bed Royal , and her little Sons 
Stabb'd through the breaſts upon the bloody Pillows, 
Hem. Relentleſs Heav'ns! isthen the Fate of Lajus 
Never to be Aton'd ? How ſacred ought 
Kings lives be held, when but the death of on2 
Demands an Empire's blood for Expiation ? 
But ſee ! the furious mad Foca/ta's here, 

Scene Draws, and diſcovers Jocalta held by her women, and tabb'd 
in many places of her boſom, her hair aiſhevel d, her Children 
ſlain upon the Bed. 

Was ever yet a {ght of ſo much horrour, 
And pity, brought to view ! 
Foc, Ah, cruel Women ! 


' Will you not let metake my laſt farewel 


Of thoſe dear Babes? O let merun and ſea 

My melting Soul upon their bubling wounds 

PII Print upon their Coral mouths luch Kiſſes, 

As ſhall recall their wandring Spirits home. 

Let me go, let me go, or I will tear you piece-me#; 
Help, H.emon, help : 

Help Oedipus , help, Gods, Focaſts Dyes. 


Enter Oedipus above. 


Oed, I've found a Window, and I thank the Gods 
Tis quite unbarr'd : fure, by the diſtant ooiſe, 
The height will fit my Fatal purpoſe well. 

Foc, What hoa, my Oedipus ! ſee, where he ſtands ! 
His groping Ghoſt 1s lodg'd upon a Tow'r, 
Nor can it find the Road : Mount, mount, my ſoul ; 
PII wrap thy ſhivering Spirit in Eambent Flames ! and fo we'll (ail. 
But (ce ! we're landed on the happy Coaſt ; 
And all the Golden Strands are cover'd o're 
With glorious Gods, thit come to try our Cauſe : 
Fove, Fove, whole Maje{ty now ſinks me down, 
He who himſelfburns in unlawful fires, 
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,i/ge, and ſhall acquit us, O, *is dong y 
1435 tixt by Fate, upon Record Divine : 
And Oedipus (hall now be ever mine, [Dycs, 
Ocd, Speak, 11.emon , what has Fate been duing there ? 
What dreadful deed has mad Focafta done ? 
Hem, The Queen her felt, and all your wretched Off # Pring, 
Are by her Fury (hain, F 
0c4, By all my woes, 
She his out-done me, in Revenge and Murder , 
And I thould envy her the (ad applault : 
But, Oh! my Children ! Oh, what have they done? 
'Fhis was not like the mercy of the Heav'ns, 
To {et her madnels on ſuch Cruelty : 
This ſtirs me more than all my ſufferings, 
And with my laſt breath I muſt call you Tyrants, 
Hein, What mean you, Sir, 
O-:4d, Focaſta ! lo, I come. 
O L,ajus, Labaarns, and all You Spirits 
Of the Caamean Race, prepare to meet me, 
All weeping rang « along the gloomy Shore : 
Extend your Arms t embrace me, forl come 
_ - May all the Gods too from their Battlements 
Behold, and wonder at a fortals daring 
And, when I kno:k the Goal of dreadful death, 
Shout and app:aud me with a clap of Thunder : 
O.:ce more, thus wing'd by horrid Fate, I come 
S-vift as atalling Me:cor, lo, I flve, 
Aid thus g2 downwards, to the darker Sky. 
F114 "CY, He flings himſelf frem the Windew : 
The Thebins gather about his Boy, 
Tem. O Prophet, O-4!p:4515 now no more ! 
O curs'd Effe&t of the mol! dceepdetpair ! 
Tir, Ceile your Comptunts, and bear his body hence; 
The dreadful it2/t will driunt the drooping Thebanc, 
Whom Heav'n decrecs t2 raile with Peace and Glory : 
Yet, by theſe terrible Examples warn'd, ? 
The ficred Fury thus Alarms the World. 
Let none, tho* nere lo Vertuous, great aud High, 
B: juJ2'd cncicety bleſt before they Dye. 
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EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE. 


H AT Sophoclcs could undertake alone, 
Our Poets found a Work for more than one + 
And therefore Two lay tugging at the piece, 

Vith all their force, to draw the pondrous Maſs from Grecce. 
weioht that bent ev'n Sencca's /lrons Maſe, 

And which Corncillc's Shoulders did refule. 

So hard it is th Athenian Harp to ſtring / 

So much two Conſuls yield to one juſt King. 

Terrour and pity this whole Poem ſway : 

The mightieſt Machines that can mount a Play ; 

How heavy will thoſe Vulsar Souls be found, 

Whom two ſuch Engines cannot move from ground ? 

When Greece and Rome have [miF'd upon this Birth, 

For can but Damn for one poor ſpot of Earth ; 


And when your Children find your judament fach, 


They'll ſcorn their Sires, and wiſh themſelves born Dutch; 


Each Danghty Poet will infer with eaſe, 

How much his Wit muſt under-write to pleaſe. 
As fome ſtrong Churle would br -andiſhing advance 
The monumental Sword that conquer d France; 
So you, by judging this, yozr judgments teach 


Thus far you like, that is, thus far you reach. 
Since 
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Since then the Vote of full two Thouſand years 
Has Crown'd this Plot, and all the Dead are theirs. 
Think it a Debt you pay, not Alms you give, 

And in your own defence, tet this Play live. 

Think. 'em not vain, when Sophocles is ſhown, 

To praiſe his worth, they humbly doubt their own. 
Net as weak States each others pow'r aſſure, 

Weak Poets by ConjunAion are ſecure. 

[heir Treat is what your Pallats relliſh moſ, 
Charm ! Song! and Show! a Murder and a Ghoſt! 
We know not what you can deſire or hope, 

To pleaſe you more, but burning of a Popc. 
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